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photographed by Michel Moreau. Her 
pictorial begins on page 48. For 
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used to produce the pictorials in this 
issue, see page 142 
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Bow River. 
A rugged place for a smooth taste to start. 


ALBERTA, CANADA— 
Breathtaking. That’s the only 
way to describe this white 
water rodeo. Our canoe’s 
been bucking up and down 
like a wild bronco. 

There's a surprise waiting 
at every twist and turn in the 
river. Thundering rapids. 
Jagged boulders. Swirling 
whirlpools. 

We're soaked to the bone. 
And our arms are numb from 
paddling. But we can't wait to 
get back out on the river 
tomorrow. 

Right now, nothing feels 
better than kicking back and 
relaxing with the smooth 
taste of Windsor Canadian. 
It’s made with the pure gla- 
cial waters that trickle down 
into this great river. They also 
use rich local rye. And they 
age Windsor in fresh moun- 
tain air. 

Funny, isn't it? That a river 
as rugged as this could be a 
starting place for Canada’s 
smoothest whisky. 


































CANADAS SMOOTHEST WHISKY. 


CANADIAN WHISKY—A blend « 80 Proof « Imported and Bottled by the Windsor Distillery Company, New York, N.Y. © 1987 National Distillers Products Co 
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WOMEN AND PORN 
Does erotica cause crime? 
Few issues these days have 
stirred such controversy— 
as we at Penthouse know 
well, having been prominent 
targets of those who claim 
talomglelai@ (omer-lal-ce) mila (al= 
name of a “higher good.” And 
there are few people who 
have studied this subject more 
tae)celerelal Na tarclamiciiilialicyt 
writer Marcia Pally. In 
preparation for this month's 
definitive lead article, she 
conducted her research by 
YFcCol[ale Mm talcolele lam (alom-lali|elelen 
tracts by pro-decency 
organizations, the histories of 
ele) galore |e-le)ahvam- (ale m l=) a] 
feminist book on the subject, 
Tatel (Collate Mi tal-mere)aale)(=1(-m 0) 4.<) 
of Andrea Dworkin and 
Catharine MacKinnon (a 
Kafkaesque experience). | 
have read the 1,960-page 
Meese Commission report. 
And | have looked at volumes 
upon reels upon stacks of 
porn.” Her conclusion? 
mCT-\tllale Mace me)mele)darelele-le)a\y 
iMate) me ledr-Wet-litlam aliale p 
except bolster a repressive 
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climate and roll back women's 
rights.” And she warns all of 
us, men and women alike: 
ma','(<Mor-lalale) a el-me elite male 
thinking that sex is sexist.” 


“MERCHANT OF DEATH” 
SF Tm OL iiliiliare Mare omalelialiare| 
but scorn for most of the 
leading players in Ronald 
Reagan's lranscam scandal. 
And as the world’s largest 
private arms dealer—with an 
Tag) eloyever-le)(-mcsleleic-tielamiels 
delivering orders faster than 
most governments—he _ 
certainly should know. In our 
exclusive interview conducted 
by Russell Warren Howe, 


. Cummings blasts the 


bumbling of Oliver North & 
Co. “You can ask any Iranian 
waiter here in Monte Carlo 


or anywhere and they will 
always find you a brother-in- 
law who is so-and-so in the 
Khomeini administration. This 
is the treatment these chaps 
got. It’s pathetic! They 
(ote) bl (olan mat=\y-mele)a- me) f-\- 
Cummings gives us a rare 
Hatsj(e (<M (ele) ar-lm cel- Mallia avar- ule! 
mysterious world of arms 
dealing and explains why he 
believes the future of his 
calling lies in third-world 
countries. 


THE WAR BETWEEN 
THE SEXES 

It's a far cry from the deadly 
Mideast arena where arms 
are traded for hostages, 
but—for the immediate 
participants, at least—the 
stakes often seem as high. 
Longtime West Coast 

(o) o-TaV-1 a = 1-10 em) (-1 14 Me (>) 0) (0) b> 
alimasle)aliaie- (a melito Celery aY70)(er-1 
“California Romance,” played 
out in a locale where the 
war between the sexes “has 
a certain edge which 
comes from the maniac 
scramble to get ahead ina 
town where getting 


Com tal=m (eo) OM I-mace) Me) a) \var- MK-1/(e](0)8) 
o}U) = Wer-\(-1e(e)aler-lMianlel=ie-1 (hor 


CULTURAL ICONS 

In the many years he has 
been working with Penthouse 
(54 issues so far!), the 
preeminent Israeli caricaturist 
Ori Hofmekler has spun 

his craft in high style, an 
equal-opportunity satirist who 
punctures the pomposity of 
preachers and politicians with 
equal and matchless aplomb. 
To celebrate his latest book, 
Hofmekler’s Gallery (Times 
Books), we've included herein 
a special showing of some 

of Ori’s creations, several of 
Wial(ovamat-\u-male)@\i-)ar-le)el-t-1¢-10 
in our pages. . . . Other 
insights into the lifestyles of 
the rich and infamous can 

be savored in Sharon 
Churcher's “U.S.A. 
Confidential,” where she 
reveals the latest secrets 
about the likes of Elvis 
Presley, lvan Boesky, Jerry 
Falwell, Jack Kemp, and— 
popping out of the closet—the 
aTitat=ia Conse] a) (eo)(e mj (e)avme) | 
America’s first gay president. 


TRICKS AND TREATS 

As the fall season moves into 
high gear, we celebrate the 
real spirit of Halloween as one 
fo) eo) m rele) gi(o merle (ele) al oie 
Steve Attoe, invokes a 

i] Colao mer= Ie] co) ame) me(=i [ere ]0 ih 
nasty tricks and surprisingly 
shocking treats. .. . And 
elsewhere in this issue you 
can thrill to the final twists and 
turns in the conclusion of 
Dashiell Hammett's long-lost 
thriller, Woman in the Dark 
... and, needless to say, 
partake of those sweetest 
treats of all, our November 
Pets, who give a meaning all 
their own to the spirit of 


Thanksgiving!Ot+—-3 











Two great fragrances 
from the makers of 
English Leather. 
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MANUFACTURER COUPON 


Save 
$1.00 


~ On any Musk by English Leather 
_ purchase of $6.00 or more. 


Consumer: my ote coupon redeemable per pur- 
chase. Retailer: We will reimburse you the face value 
of this coupon plus 8¢ handling proviged you have 
redeemed it with the purchase of product specified. 
Coupon may not be assigned or transferred, Void 
where prohibited, taxed, or restricted by law. Ade- 
quate proof-of-purchase must be submitted upon re- 
quest. Consumer Bays any sales tax. Cash value 
1100¢. MAIL TO: MEM Company, Inc./ACS Market- 
ing Services, Inc,, RO, Box NROI, Beaverton, OR 
97075. OFFER EXPIRES 2/29/88. 











No other Musk has more satisfied 
customers. That’s because Musk 
by English Leather was created 
to give a man a fragrance with 
maximum sex appeal. 
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Go back! 

Get your free 
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English Leather plus a 
$1.00 off coupon. 
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Tiry MUSK by English Leather: 


Plus, save $1.00 when you purchase $6.00 or more. See coupon on reverse side. 
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In field test after L 3 
field test... : 


women agree uil 
Musk by English Leather 

outscores the competitio 
every time. 


No other musk has more satis! 
customers. That's because Mi | 
by English Leather was created © 
to give aman a fragrance 4 
with maximum sex appeal. 
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@She knew when she spread her legs that he 

could see her snatch, because her G-string was loose. 
As she got into the swing of the ballet, 

he raised his hands to her knees, then her thighs.® 


PENTHOUSE FORUM 





WORLD AFFAIRS 

| am a 70-year-old black 
widower who has just re- 
turned from a trip around the 
world. Although | thought | 
was old enough to have 
“seen it all,” this yearlong 
voyage, a birthday present 
from my six children, opened 
my tired old eyes in more 
ways than one. 





My trip began in Paris, in 
late May of 1986, where | 
rented a car and drove 
around. After about ten days, 
| found myself at the Riviera. 
Although | had not been near 
a woman_for over six years, 
| had no desire in me whatso- 
ever. While at the beach 
one day, sitting at a table 
reading a French paper 
(French had been my major 
in college), two American 
women in their twenties asked 
to sit at my table, as the 
place was crowded. There 
were basically two kinds 
of wardrobe at this particular 
resort—topless or completely 
bare. These two were top- 
less, each wearing a G- 
string. Thinking | was French, 
they spoke to each other in 
English. Their talk certainly 
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would've been shocking 
to their parents, as they re- 
lated to each other how they'd 
spent yesterday and the 
night before. 

One told of having met her 
lover in the water. He was 
a member of a water-ballet 
team, and she asked him 
if it was difficult keeping 
rhythm with one another in 
the water. He told her no, and 
offered to show her how he 
and his teammates had 
learned to do it. Then he told 
her to hold his ankles and 
just kick her feet as they 
swam; when he dipped his 
right foot, it meant they would 
turn to the left and over. As 
they swam, she couldn't help 
noticing his balls and part 
of his cock occasionally 
peeking out of his suit, and 
she felt her cunt juices start- 
ing to flow. Then he told 
her to try leading, and he 
took her ankles. She knew 
when she spread her legs 
that he could see her snatch, 
because her G-string was 
loose. As she got into the 
swing of the ballet, he raised 
his hands to her knees, 
then her thighs. She thought 
she would explode when 
he suddenly put his head un- 
derwater and began to lick 
and suck her throbbing 
pussy. She was in ecstasy, 
and just kept floating on 
the water. After she came— 
“in waves'’—she told him 
to swim on his back while she 
swam between his legs and 
sucked him off. It was the 
most exciting thing that she 
had ever experienced in 
her life. Believe it or not, | was 
not aroused at hearing 


FORUM letters should carry name and 
address (in capitals, please), though these 
will be withheid by the editor on request 
Letiers become the property of Penthouse 
Send to Penthouse Editorial Dept 

1965 Broadway, New York, NY 10023-5965 
Views published are not necessanily 
endorsed editorally 


GANDHI CONTROVERSY 

| write in reference to 

the interview Carried in your 
August 1987 issue with the 
prime minister of India. We 
wish to point out that the 
interview was granted to Mr. 
Russell Warren Howe solely 
for use in a book that Mr. 
Howe stated he was writing 
on “statesmanship in the 
twentieth century.” Mr. Howe 
had explicitly mentioned 
this, verbally and in writing, 
to the embassy when he had 
requested this interview. 
Thus, we consider the use of 
this interview in Penthouse 
(or any other publication 
apart from the book on the 
basis of which the interview 
was granted) a breach of 
journalistic ethics and norms. 

In the beginning of the 
interview as published, there 
is a reference to an earlier 
interview of Dr. Henry Kissin- 
ger, and that this led toa 
“telephone call from the In- 
dian embassy" suggesting an 
interview with the prime 
minister for Penthouse read- 
ers. This is untrue, as there 
was no such Call from the 
embassy conveying any such 
suggestion. Mr. Howe's letter 
to us seeking this interview 
predated the Kissinger inter- 
view by months. 

Your magazine has pub- 
lished the interview showing 
Penthouse as asking the 
questions. This is again mis- 
leading. The interview was 
not granted for your magazine 
or any other publication, 
except for the purpose of the 
book Mr. Howe mentioned 
in his request. 

We trust that you will pub- 
lish this letter in your forth- 
coming issue to set the record 
straight.—S. S. Mukherjee, 
Counsellor (Press), Embassy 
of India, Washington, D.C. 


Mr. Howe replies: 
Contrary to Shiv Mukherjee’s 
assertions, the fact is that 
he telephoned me in Decem- 
ber to say that he had read 
my interview with Henry 
Kissinger in the December 
Penthouse, had enjoyed 
the exchange on India, and 
had sent a copy to the prime 
minister's office in New 
Delhi on his own initiative, 
with the suggestion that | be 
invited to do a follow-up 
interview with the premier for 
the magazine. His implication 
that | was interviewing India’s 
personable young leader 
for inclusion in my book on 
twentieth-century statesmen 
is preposterous, and Rajiv 
Gandhi would be the first to 
agree that such a selection 
would be ludicrously prema- 
ture. | did tell Mukherjee, 
in mid-1986, that | would one 
day like to talk to Rajiv about 
his grandfather, Jawaharlal 
Nehru, and about Mohandas 
Gandhi, for the book, but 
that clearly is unrelated to the 
interview on contemporary 
issues for Penthouse that 
Mukherjee suggested six 
months later. 

| recognize the problems 
of working in a bureau- 
cracy. Specifically, | can 
appreciate that Mukherjee 
has been under pressure to 
distance himself from his 
initiative because some of the 
prime minister's critics have 
complained that Mr. Gandhi 
has been interviewed by 
a magazine famous for its 
erotic photo essays. This 
is surely an exotic complaint: 
Hindu culture was the 
flagship of erotic art long 
before Botticelli or Toulouse- 
Lautrec. But then, not 
all Indians are Hindus, 
while most politicians are 
hypocrites. 





SOME SEE A WINDSURFER. 
WITH MAXXUM YOU'LL SEE A COWBOY RIDING 
THE TAIL END OF A RAINBOW. 





YOU AND THE MIND 
OF MINOLTA. 

YOU'LL NEVER SEE LIFE 
THE SAME WAY AGAIN. 


Your imagination. Free to soar 
with Minolta Maxxum* the first 
SLR with built-in autofocusing. 

lts automatic mode makesit — 
easy to react spontaneously. While 
Maxxum on manual gives you total 
Creative control. 

There’s a Maxxum for every 
photographer. From the world’s 
best-selling SLR, the Advanced 
Maxxum 7/000, to the more eco- 
nomical Standard Maxxum 5000, 
up to the Professional Maxxum 
9000. And with 26 autofocus 
lenses, 4 flash units and a multi- 
tude of other accessories, 
Maxxum is the most complete 
autofocus system. 

So, while others watch a wind- 
Surfer, you can catch a breath- 
taking ride with Maxxum. 


a Corporalion 
Dept MX-7, 10] Williams Drive, Ramsey. NJ 07446. In Canada Minolta 
Canada, Ine. Ontario. © 1987 Minolta Corporation 
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this—not at all—and | got up and left. 

After a few uneventful days in Switzer- 
land, | decided to take a two-week bus 
tour in Tel Aviv. | took a sherut (a cab that 
takes many to the same town, but to dif- 
ferent areas) to my tour guide's office. He 
told me that he’d made me sleeping ar- 
rangements for that evening; my tour 
would be leaving at 8 Am the next morn- 
ing. The next day, after an early break- 
fast, | boarded the bus with about 30 oth- 
ers, most of whom spoke English. Most 
were couples, except for three pairs of 
American college students and two Irish 
women in their fifties. The first day and 
night was spent at a new kibbutz just out- 
side of Gaza, and | learned that evening 
that the two women were friends. The 
older one, Maggie, told me that Deborah 
had lost her husband two years ago and 
was still depressed about it. Maggie was 
married, with six children, and had left 
her family to see if she could help her 
friend. She felt that visiting the many holy 
church areas would be uplifting. The next 
day we did some sight-seeing (which in- 
cluded a tour of the home of Ben-Gurion) 
and swimming at the beach, then stopped 
for the night at a kibbutz that was cele- 
brating a wine festival. 

The wine flowed freely, of course, and 
everyone sang and danced around a 
large campfire. | sat between Maggie and 
Deborah, the three of! us watching the 
festivities. | wasn't drinking, as I'm not a 
wine person, but the two women were 
passing the bottle back and forth in front 
of me, occasionally getting up to join in 
the dancing. Soon they were really tipsy, 
and would grab me either around the 
waist or by my thighs to balance them- 
selves while they filled their cups. Every 
once in a while, one of them would take 
hold of my cock, and it wasn't long before 
Maggie was putting her hand under my 
khaki shorts. | was really dumbfounded 
and didn't know what to do—|I didn't know 
whether she was doing it accidentally or 
on purpose. This went on for over a half 
hour. Suddenly, Deborah seemed to pass 
out, and | was asked to help take her to 
the cottage she'd be sleeping in. 

| carried her to her bed and placed her 
upon the double-sized mattress she'd 
later be sharing with her friend. Maggie 
asked me to help undress her. At first | 
hesitated, but seeing she needed my 
help, | decided to assist. Deborah had 
firm, full tits and flaming red pubic hair, 
the same color as the hair on her head. | 
just stood there, unable to take my eyes 
off her. Like | said, | hadn't been with a 
woman for six years. My formerly inactive 
ten-incher was now standing straight at 
attention. Maggie returned from the 
bathroom with a wet rag to soothe her 
friend's face. Suddenly, she grabbed me 
and started to play with my stiff dick, jerk- 
ing me off. | was just as hard as I'd ever 
been, and found it hard to contain myself. 
Maggie pushed me onto the bed and 
started to suck me, All this time | contin- 
ued to look long and hard at Deborah, 


still lying there in repose. 

Maggie noticed my gaze and told me 
that she had been waiting for this oppor- 
tunity afler having seen me come out of 
the water that day, my wet swimming 
trunks clinging against my long. thick 
shaft. In fact, she was hoping to get Deb- 
orah in this position, as she'd been in love 
with her friend since their childhood days. 
She stopped, leaned over, and started to 
rub Deborah's clit and kiss her nipples. 
This seemed to bring her around some- 
what, allhough she was way too drunk to 
really move. 

| was at my wit’s end. | hadn't felt like 
this since | was 20. Maggie returned to 
my straining cock and continued her fan- 
tastic blowjob, sliding her lips up and 
down like there was no tomorrow. Then 
she flipped onto her hands and knees, 
exposing her wet, flaming cunt. | wasted 
no time in plunging my joystick inside her 
to the hilt. It was easy entry all the way, 
and | started to fuck her as if to make up 
for all the years I'd lost. Maggie seemed 
to be quite a pro at this, moving herself 
up, down, and sideways at just the right 
rhythm to keep me going, all the while 
playing with her lovely friend beside us. 
| felt my heartbeat quicken, and knew | 
was about to come. | stretched out my 
hand, touched Deborah's breasts, and 
Started to finger her cunt. It was then that 
| started to come in torrents, pumping my 
six years’ worth of hot cream into Mag- 
gie’s slick tunnel. | turned over on the bed 
to catch my breath, and Maggie imme- 
diately leaned down and bathed me with 
her talented tongue. Then she rolled over 
and buried her head between Deborah's 
legs, giving her a tongue-lashing she'd 
always remember. 

As | lay there watching them, | started 
to get hard again. Maggie begged me to 
fuck Deborah, as she thought that was 
what she really needed. | couldn't resist: 
her friend was so totally tantalizing. Mag- 
gie spread Deborah's legs apart, and | 
entered her. | started to pump away as 
Maggie moved behind me and started to 
lick and suck my swaying balls. It wasn't 
long before | started to come, and Mag- 
gie placed my spurting cock in her mouth 
and sucked out every drop of jizz. It was 
then | became aware of a growing pain 
in my chest, and | found it difficult to 
breathe. | lay there for a while as Maggie 
started to lick Deborah and go into an 
ecstasy of sounds and words. | gol up 
with much difficulty and just about made 
it to my room. 

The next morning, nothing was said al 
breakfast, and | was still finding it hard 
to breathe. Later, as the bus headed to- 
ward Galilee, | couldn't take it anymore, 
and asked the guide on the bus if | could 
rest awhile. He said that there was a new 
hospital built for the surrounding kibbut- 
zim, and after assuring me that he would 
safeguard my belongings, he took me 
there. | was rushed into intensive care 
with a possible heart attack, though the 
cardiologist later informed me that I'd only 
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ing. with just a T-shirt on. She looked so 
sexy lying there that | didn t want to wake 
her. but something Snapped in my mind 
and | quickly undressed. | went over [to 
the edge of the bed, knelt down, and 
gently spread her legs a little wider, mak- 
ing it easy for me to crawl between them 
and kiss her tender cunt lips. | took my 
time on her. making her hot. Starting from 
the top of her slit, | slowly ran the tip of 
my tongue down the entire length of her 
hot pink cunt 

| consider myself a master at the craft 
of oral delight, and the fact that | knew 
every inch of Louise's snatch made it even 
more pleasurable for her. My tongue was 
doing its job—her juices were starting to 
flow from her pussy and her hips began 
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had a close call. The bus tour continued 
on without me, and | knew I'd never see 
Maggie or Deborah again. But don't think 
this was the end of my Israeli adventure 

. there's a lot more! Look for part two 
of this letter in next month's “Forum."— 
Name and address withheld 


JAIL BAIT 
some time ago | was doing a stretch in 
the county jail, And like most men doing 
time, | was horny, frustrated, and looking 
forward to visiting day. When it finally 
rolled around, | was so horny that | just 
about jacked off before | even saw my 
girlfriend; bul | decided to wait till after | 
talked to her—then I'd take a shower to 
relieve myself. Later, as | looked at Louise 
through the glass and talked to her over 
the phone, she made me even more e€a- 
ger to fuck. She was wearing a skimpy 
top that showed off her nice firm tits, and 
a denim skirt that was short enough to 
allow me an occasional glimpse of her 
panties 

We talked about the times we were 
going to have when | got out, and how 
much we missed each other. As we 
talked, Louise would lean forward from 
time to time, giving me a great view. This 
made things twice as bad for me—| was 
yearning to be sucked and fucked by her 
soon it was time to go, and we said our 
good-byes and went our separate ways. 
12 PENTHOUS! 


Panasonic. 


TOTS) @esil(elaliNaelasrc (eke mele manok 





Louise later wrote me that on the ride 
home, she was rea! hot—her thoughts 
kept returning to me and my rigid dick. It 
was a long drive home, and the itch be- 
tween her legs was too much for her to 
take. Keeping one hand on the wheel, 
she spread her legs and slipped her other 
hand inside her panties. Finding her clit, 
she could feel her wetness starting to flow. 
Her hips and hand moved together in 
rhythm, and soon her hard-at-work fin- 
gers were sending spasms of ecstasy 
through her pelvic area, She shuddered 
and moaned as each wave of orgasm 
rocked her body. By now it was getting 
hard for her to drive, so she pulled over 
to get her head together—but not until 
she came a couple more times. Her pant- 
les were soaking wet, and she peeled 
them off so her hot. seething snatch could 
cool off. She collected herself and drove 
home, satisfied for the moment, although 
her desire still burned deep within her 
head and sweet pussy 

|, on the other hang, was in no better 
Shape. As | returned to my cell after our 
brief meeting, my head was filled with 
thoughts of Louise and her juicy cunt 
When | reached my bed. | lay back to 
think of her; but before | could even get 
comfortable, | passed out, right into 
dreamland soon | found myself 
walking into my Own bedroom to find 
Louise sprawled out on the bed sleep- 


to gently rock with my every stroke. Not 
only was she turned on by me, but by the 
sight of my throbbing manhood in full 
gear, standing tall and proud like a well- 
trained soldier awaiting his next order 

As Louise's moaning and movements 
increased, her pussy lips began to swell. 
and the wetness engulfed my mouth and 
face. | probed deeper into her pussy till 
| found her clit, and sucked it while con- 
tinuing to run my tongue up and down. 
This proved too much for Louise, and her 
first orgasm swept through her body like 
a gentle wind, making her pussy spill out 
even more of its sweet nectar. She 
grabbed the back of my head and forced 
it harder into her snatch. As my tongue 
and mouth continued their merry deed, 
Louise continued to explode again and 
again, each time more savagely. She 
passed out for a minute or so, right after 
pulling my head away 

When she opened her eyes, she smiled 
at the sight of my face glistening with her 
oils. When | rose up, she could smell her 
own musky odor on my face and hot 
breath. It must have aroused her in a big 
way, because when | kissed her, she 
pulled me tightly against her, practically 
Swallowing my tongue. She reached be- 
tween my legs and grabbed my raging 
tool. Feeling its thickness and hardness 
made the desire to feel it deep within her 
boil, and she guided tts tip to the mouth 
of her cunt. | took over from there at full 
blast. sliding my hot meat in and out of 
her love tunnel with a vengeance. We 
were fucking wildly, uncontrollably. | was 
feeding my hot cock to her, and Louise's 
warm PUSSY WaS @aling up every inch it 
had to offer. Soon itwas my turn to come; 
| could feel it within my balls and belly. 
With a powerful lunge, | thrust my cock 
in to the limit, and it slammed home, 
launching a load of red-hot sperm deep 
into Louise's cunt. The long, thick stream 
of }i72 just Kept pouring out of my pipe. It 
overflowed from Louise's cunt, flowing 
down the cheeks of her ass, making a 
small lake on the sheet below us as we 
lay there, locked in an embrace 

| snapped oul of my dream at my cell 
mates urging, and when | stood up, | no 
iced that my pants were filled with j1z7z. | 
just smiled and thought of what I'd tell 


Louise when | called her on the phone.— 
Name and address withheld 


THE PRODUCERS 

Your magazine has provided my wife and 
me with many moments of enjoyment over 
the years. We always find your “Forum” 
section to be a prime source of excite- 
ment. Recently, we shared an experi- 
ence that allowed two of our primary fan- 
tasies to become 
realities. Please 
keep in mind that 
we are not super- 
charged sexual 
maniacs; were 
merely average 
people willing to 
share each oth- 
er’s most intimate 
desires. 

To begin with, 
both my wife and 
| are in our early 
thirties. | am_ six 
foot tall, and a trim 
180 pounds, with 
brown hair and 
brown eyes. My 
wife has knockout 
looks. Kay is five 
feet six inches, 
125 pounds, with 
shoulder-length 
red hair. However, 
I'm sure your 
readers are inter- 
ested in her other 
features. In this 
category she is no 
slouch, either. Kay 
measures 36-25- 
36. Her breasts 
are capped with 
exceptionally 
large areolae, and 
her nipples are 
extremely sensi- 
tive when she's 
aroused. Her cunt 
is always warm, 
wet, and tight, and 
is Surrounded by 
a nice, thick bush. 

Kay and | love 
watching X-rated 
movies. Many a 
night has been 
spent with a tape 
popped into the 
VCR and me 
popped into Kay. 
She has men- 
tioned on numer- 
ous occasions 
that she has wanted to star in a movie 
and have me be the director. One of my 
biggest fantasies has been to watch my 
wife service many men at once. After 
talking about it, Kay and | decided to ful- 
fill both our fantasies at the same time. 
We would make our own movie, with Kay 
getting it on with as many men as pos- 


sible. Now all we needed was a plan. 

| placed an ad in the personals column 
of a swingers magazine. It read that we 
were “looking for several actors to ap- 
pear in a local production.” Within days, 
we received dozens of responses. After 
interviewing at a local bar, we accepted 
six of the candidates. All were handa- 
some, well built, and looked like they 
could give Kay a really good workout. 
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Our film was scheduled for Saturday 
night. Kay was horny all week. Saturday 
afternoon she spent the day reading 
through back issues of Penthouse and 
watching erotic movies. | had some er- 
rands to run, so | was out for most of the 
afternoon. When | returned, | found Kay 
sitting on the couch, staring at the tele- 


LIGHT, SMOOTH; MELLOW. 


vision. Her robe was open, her nipples 
were swollen, and she had three fingers 
moving in and out of her cunt. The sight 
was electrifying. | suggested that she go 
upstairs and get ready for our guests. Kay 
gave me a kiss and then went to take a 
hot bubble bath. 

Shortly before our guests arrived, Kay 
put on a pair of stockings, garter belt, 
and a see-through top. No panties, no 
bra. The camera 
was ready and so 
was our Star. At 8 
pm. the doorbell 
rang. Show time! 

Tim, Bill, and 
Paul all arrived at 
the same time. 
About ten minutes 
later, Jonah, Kyle, 
and Alec arrived. 
By the time the 
second group ar- 
rived, Kay already 
had Bill's cock in 
her mouth and 
Paul's dick in her 
cunt. Bill pulled his 
cock out from her 
and she began to 
jerk him off. When 
he came_ she 
aimed it into her 
mouth. Bull’s-eye! 
Paul pulled her 
down and shot all 
over her soaked 
bush. Jonah, Alec, 
Tim, and Kyle then 
got into the act. 
Tim is a huge 
black man with a 
dick like a horse. 
He straddled her 
chest and tit- 
fucked her. Kyle 
and Alec knelt 
down by her head 
for alternating 
lickings from Kay, 
while Jonah 
placed the end of 
his dick inside her 
wet hole and 
rocked in and out 
ina nice easy mo- 
= tion. Tim humped 
ee : her tits faster and 


‘Yn shot all over her. 
F. ee Once scene one 

| ‘ee was complete, the 
boys were ready 
for scene two. Kay 
sat on the couch, 
and Bill fucked her 
face. As her mouth swelled with his dick, 
she looked up at him, urging his cock to 
fill her mouth. As he began to come, he 
first pulled out and then stuffed his 
squirting cock back into her mouth. This 
got everyone going, and the boys got 
ready for assembly-line blowjobs. Kay 
fucked and sucked these six guys for 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 106 
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alse alerts are frustrating. Which 
is why you need a radar detector 
that's selective. One that will 


reject “false” alerts and warn you only 
to the presence of police radar. 


Consider the MICRO EYE QUANTUM. 


The best performing pocket-size radar 
detector in the world. 
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Sequence (C/PAS) and False Signal 
Recognition (FSR) modes provide a 
unique approach to eliminating X Band 
alerts originating from sources other 
than police radar. And unlike other 
radar detectors, the QUANTUM main- 
tains full sensitivity while screening 
out these unwanted signals. 


The QUANTUM also effectively inter- 
cepts the Rashid VRSS collision warn- 
ing system, now transmitted on police 
K Band, because the microprocessor 
automatically analyzes and indentifies 
the false alert. While at the same time 
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“instant on” police radar. 


Powerful long range sensitivity 
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In fact, the QUANTUM’s computer- 
ized signal processing is unequalled 
among radar detectors. Beam lead 
GaAs diode technology was once 
used only in demanding space and 


military applications. But now, 
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applying this advanced technology 

to a product which benefits the con- 
sumer. Beam lead GaAs diodes ensure 
lower conversion loss at the critical 
‘‘front end”’ mixing stage for the best 
possible reception of police radar. 


In addition, the QUANTUM's 
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detection of police radar. 
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They include volume control; separate 
audio and visual alerts for both X 

and K Bands; a digital display which 
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cuitry; a dark switch for night driving; 
automatically adjusted illumination 
levels; and an audio jack for an 
external speaker. 
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THE ELVIS CAPER 


As cover-ups go, it has all 
the ingredients: a lovelorn 
female Army private, 
embarrassed Pentagon 
brass, a Communist 
twist—and Elvis Presley. 
So we're delighted to be able 
to reveal the unexpurgated 
scandal of the Great Presley 
Mail Robbery. The saga 
began when the 23-year-old 
singer was drafted into the 
Army in 1958 and posted to 
Germany, where 
Army public-infor- 
mation officer Allan 
Galfund was charged 
with maintaining 
decorum as screeching 
fans mobbed the arriving 
rock 'n’ roll star. 
The Army 
commander in chief for 
Europe, General H. | 





teddy bear, his face 
smeared with lipstick 

and two Wacs pressing 

their mouths to his cheeks. 
“If | see a picture like that 
coming out of Bremerhaven 
(the entry port],” the general 
snarled at Galfund, “I'll have 
your head!” 

Galfund, a retired lieutenant 
colonel, has decided to 
mark the tenth anniversary of 
Elvis's death by unveiling 
the ensuing covert mission, 
which, as it happens, was not 
totally successful in the initial 
round. The PR. man did 
wrest a bouquet of flowers 
from a representative of 
Presley's recording company 
as she maneuvered it into 
the arriving private’s grip. But 
she retrieved the posy and 
handed it to him through 
the troop train window. 

Still, the powers that be 
were sufficiently impressed 
to call in Galfund when, a few 
weeks later, they discovered 
that a Wac working at the 







Hodes, ‘had produced a 
Snapshot, Galfund recalls, of 
Private Presley clutching a 
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huge Army post office in 
Bremerhaven was so 
infatuated with Elvis that 
she'd been stealing his fan 
mail. 

“They found about 25 
letters to him under her pillow, 
which she had been sleeping 
on,” says Galfund. “All told, 
she must have taken 500 
to 600 letters.” 

Galfund’s superiors, deter- 
mining to court-martial the 
Wac, were terrified that the 
press might hear of the theft. 
“We were particularly 
concerned about an English- 
language newspaper in 
Germany that was dedicated 
to publicizing any incidents 
that reflected poorly on our 
forces,” Galfund says. He 



















was instructed to ask Elvis If 
he'd be willing to go along 
with a hush-up, with the Army 
arranging for a plane to lift 
him to the area near the 
Czechoslovakian border 
where the singer was training. 
But at the last minute, Elvis 
was assigned to a firing 
range, an unsuitable interview 
ambience. The plane took 
off for the area anyway, 
without Galfund, only to run 
out of fuel as it tried to 
navigate through fog; its pilot 
had to bail out over Czecho- 
slovakia, where the Commu- 
nist authorities held him for 
several months. 

Naturally, the press was 
kept in the dark about the 
chief suspect in this mishap. 
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| Explains a military source, 
“i the aircraft probably 
ee a 


drifted off course 
because an Army 
commander 
who fancied his 
skills as a pilot (he'd 
taken a short aviation 
course in order to 
be able to flaunt silver 
wings on his 
uniform) had 
demanded that air-to-ground 
radio communications be 
kept to a minimum. 

“The commander felt,” 

says the source, “that if you 
spent too long 
trying to get a fix 
in bad weather, It 
indicated a lack of 
professionalism.” 

Galfund eventually got his 
chance to discuss the perils 
of publicity with Elvis. “It 
will be your decision if you 
want to make a public issue 
of this incident, but our 
recommendation Is to keep it 
within the Army family,” 
urged the PR. officer. “I’m 
going to take a little walk 
around while you discuss this 
issue with your C.O. and 
your first sergeant.” 

Says Galfund, “When | 
came back, Presley said he 
was going along with the 
recommendation. To the best 
of my knowledge, he even 
kept it from his manager, 
Colonel Tom Parker.” 

Galfund can't remember 
the Wac's penalty, but 
believes it was light. What 
did make a lasting impression, 
he says, “was Private 
Presley's respectful attitude, 
physical fitness, and agree- 
able presence.” In this, Elvis 
was unusual among the 
many entertainers who were 
drafted. “One well-known 
musician had to be carried 
off the bus on a stretcher 
when he arrived to be 
inducted at Fort Dix,” 
Galfund confides. “He said 
he was ill.” 
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BOESKY’S 
WASHINGTON 
““FRIENDS”’ 


In 1984, some months after 
Securities and Exchange 
Commission sleuths began to 
nip at lvan Boesky's heels, 
the king of insider trading 
clinched a new professional 
relationship. According to 


FALWELL’S 
RADIO DAZE 


Though the contras refuse to 
say where Radio Liberacion, 
their reportedly C.1.A.- 
assisted operation for broad- 
casting into Nicaragua, is 
based, commentators have 
assumed it’s in El Salvador. 
With the aid of an intrepid 
radio hobbyist, we've traced 
its main facilities to much 
nearer home, however—a 
studio in Miami and an RCA 


satellite transmitter leased by 


the Reverend Jerry Falwell’s 


Liberty Broadcasting Network 


in Virginia. 

lt apparently was a shock 
to the fundamentalist minis- 
ter's staff when we alerted 
them that Loren Cox, Jr, 
a columnist for Review of 
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a spokesman for Paul Laxalt, 
the then Republican National 
Committee (R.N.C.) 
and Reagan 
campaign chief, 
~~ the arbitrageur 
retained Laxalt’s 
daughter Michelle as 
/}, his political representa- 
tive. 
i, ‘“Boesky wanted her 
to do something that 
had to do with takeover 
legislation,’ says the 
spokesman. Michelle's 
firm, the Laxalt Corporation, 
was also being paid by the 
R.N.C. for lobbying work, and 
pretty soon Boesky too was 
absorbed into the G.O.P 
happy family, as finance 
chairman of the Republicans’ 
National Jewish Coalition. 
Of course, he wasn't paid for 
this public-spirited effort, 
nor for his labors as adviser 
on Jewish affairs to the R.N.C., 
to which he was named in 
1985. The money flowed the 
other way. 

There was that $10,000 
donation from Boesky and his 
wife to Paul Laxalt’s fund 
for financing his now settled 
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International Broadcasting, 
had twiddled his satellite 
dish and found Radio Libera- 
cion blasting out nightly 
anti-Sandinista news and 
satire from a channel on the 
transmitter. 

Jerry Whitehurst, the 
religious network's marketing 
director, explained that LBN 
subleases the channel to 
a Miami outfit called Pan 
American Information 
Services, which bills itself as 
distributing “services of 
news, comments [sic], and 
sports” to “our different offices 
in the U.S." 

In fact, Pan American is 
listed in the Miami phone 
book at a number that a 
Washington spokesman for 
the Nicaraguan Resistance, 
the umbrella group for the 





libel Suit against McClatchy 
Newspapers. Michelle 
remarked that such gifts 
were being collected from 
“close family friends.” There 
was another $10,000 from 
lvan for the R.N.C. 

His biggest contribution, 
however, came just eight 
days after the S.E.C. charged 
Dennis Levine, who'd helped 
him make his stock-market 
killings, with insider trading. 
Even as Levine began to 
sing—'He eventually named 
Boesky,” says an S.E.C. 
source—lvan was among a 
group of ‘Jewish leaders’ 
invited to meet Reagan. The 
President was desperately 
seeking support for a $354 
million arms sale to Saudi 
Arabia that was being blocked 
by Congress. However, he 
apparently won over only one 
of his visitors—Boesky. 

In a statement to the press, 
lvan argued that the deal 
was “inthe interests of the 
United States, Jews, Israel, 
and all of mankind.” Wash- 
ington sources say they 
assume this absurdity was a 
final effort by the arbitrageur 


contras, confirmed belongs 
to the guerrilla fighters. 

“This is the public-relations 
department of the resis- 
tance,’ a Spanish-speaking 
man said, answering our 
call to the number. “The radio 
department is a separate 
entity. It is clandestine.” 

As we have suggested 
before (see “U.S.A. Confi- 
dential,” August 1987), the 
C.1.A. might like to beef up its 
instruction on secrecy, For 
now, fans of Radio Libera- 
cion's Output (that song, 
for instance, about the 
“murderous Communist 
dogs’) can write or visit at 
the "PR. department's” 
address. Conveniently, it’s 
also in the phone book. From 
Miami, the programming 
travels by phone to LBN, 


“to insinuate himself” with the 
Same administration that 
was closing in on him in the 
Wall Street probe 

“The White House would 
have had no reason to know 
about the investigation 
unless they asked, a source 
who worked on the inquiry 
says. “If they asked, they'd 
have been told that he’d 
been looked al by us going 
back to 1983. He was the 
No. 1 arb, and everyone was 
saying that he must be 
doing something wrong.” 

Demurs a lawyer for 
Boesky, “There was absolutely 
no relation between [the 
arms-sale statement] and his 
other situation.” In any event, 
after Boesky's 1986 admission 
to illegally profiting from 
insider information, he 
resigned his R.N.C. and 
Jewish-coalition posts. Laxalt 
and the R.N.C. also refunded 
the Boesky moola. As for 
that “close family” friendship, 
Paul Laxalt, now a presiden- 
lial candidate, “did not have 
any personal relationship 
with Boesky,’ the Laxalt 
spokesman insists. 


which links it to RCA Satcom 
F4, Channel! 7, subcarrier 
5.40 MHz. A ground station— 
at a location we haven't 
discovered—picks up the 
signal from the satellite and 
beams it directly into 
Nicaragua. 

All this amounts to a triumph 
for anti-Communist technol- 
ogy that, nonetheless, does 
not seem to thrill the Liberty 
Broadcasting Network's 
Whitehurst, Falwell may be 
pro-contra, but “this is alla 
surprise to us,’ moped the 
executive. “We took Pan 
American at its word, but from 
now on we'll be monitoring 
clients we rent to. We've 
been joking around here, 
‘What if they start to use the 
channel to give out codes 
for drug drops?" " 








KEMP’S 
“‘PERFECT’’ 
SCORE 


While the contras orbit 
with Falwell, the relation- 
ship between presidential 
candidate Jack Kemp 

and one clutch of his 
traditional allies on the 
Christian Right seems to 
be pointed earthward. The 
golden boy of conserva- 
tism is off the masthead of 
Christian Voice, an organi- 
zation best known for its 
“report cards” on legisla- 
tors’ voting records. In 
part, he quit because the 
group was disbanding 

its congressional advisory 
committee, Kemp aide 
David Hoppe says. But it’s 
also that “he has decided 
not to be on the boards 

of organizations over 
which he has no control.” 
What might the Republi- 
can congressman have 
wanted to control at the 
Voice? Though he is born- 
again “and considers 
some of Christian Voice's 
leaders to be his friends,” 
another Kemp staffer 
confides, “he does not 
believe in scorecards.’ Just 
what may be troubling 

the candidate about the 
cards is unclear, since he 
has a 100 percent score 
himself on issues like 
abortion, braille porn for 
the blind, and school 
prayer—100 percent, that 
is, from the “pro-biblical” 
point of view. One clue, 
however, may be that Jack 
is fond of his equally high 
score on promoting women 
to high-paying staff jobs. 
We like to think that his 
female political director 
and female foreign-policy 
adviser gave the thumbs- 
down to the Voice’s 
contention that it is 
pro-biblical to be 
“antifeminist.” 





FIRST GAY 
PRESIDENT? 





A former speech writer for 
Nancy Reagan, at work on a 
book about first ladies, has 
come across previously 
unpublished correspondence 
that implies that James 
Buchanan, America’s only 
bachelor president, was gay. 
Whether the nineteenth- 


WILL ““LAZY’’ U.S. 
DRAG JAPAN 
DOWN? 


While glasnost is the trend of 
the moment in the Soviet 
Union, to the east, a more 
ominous buzzword is in 
vogue. “Every five years, the 
Japanese government does 
a survey in which it asks 
people, ‘Do you think Japan 
is Superior, inferior, or about 
the same as Western 
countries?’ " notes Japanolo- 
gist Kenneth Pyle, of the 
University of Washington. “In 
1983, for the first time, a 
majority said ‘superior.’ 
There's a great deal of talk 
about Japanese leadership In 
the twenty-first century.” 
This dream entails much 
more than economic 
hegemony, according to 
another expert, who asked 
not to be identified because 
of his frequent contact with 
Japanese officials. Notwith- 
standing Prime Minister 








century Democrat, referred 
to in one letter from a 
contemporary as ‘Betsy 
Buchanan,” definitely was a 
practicing homosexual 
probably can never be known, 
cautions the ex—speech 
writer, historian Carl Sferrazza 
Anthony. But Ladies First, 
due from William Morrow in 


/ 1989, will tell how First Lady 


Sarah Polk, a stern Calvinist 


§ who was the Phyllis Schlafly of 


her era, avoided Buchanan 


| while he was secretary of 


state, because of his close 
relationship with another 
bachelor, Alabama Senator 
William Rufus de Vane King. 
A pal of Sarah's sneered 
that the senator was Buchan- 
ans “better half” in a letter 
to the First Lady. In line with 
this, Anthony cites the fact 
that the 15th president and 
King shared rooms in 
Washington for 23 years— 
and two letters that King 


Yasuhiro Nakasone’s attempt 
to blunt his slurs against 
American blacks and 
Hispanics, his countrymen 
actually don't think too much 
of any Americans, this expert 
observed to my associate, 
Trudi Miller: “The Japanese 
have decided they're geneti- 
Cally superior.’ 

Japanese books increas- 
ingly spout Nihonjinron, “the 
science of the Japanese,’ 
which can be simply summa- 
rized, the experts Say, as 
‘Japan is good and foreigners 
are bad." 

At a San Francisco confer- 
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penned to Buchanan while 
the latter was serving in 
Congress and King was U.S. 
ambassador to France. 

“Lam selfish enough to 
hope you will not be able to 
procure an associate who will 
cause you to feel no regret 
at our separation,’ implores 
the first of these missives. 

In the second, King pines 
that he hasn't heard from 
Buchanan—“thus verifying 
the old adage out of sight, out 
of mind”—and says he 
hopes for a recall to the U.S., 
so that its citizens can be 
represented in Paris “by 
someone who has more of 
the spirit of a man.” 

This guilt-ridden statement 
doesn't surprise Anthony. 
Gay men often felt so deeply 
ashamed in the Victorian 
period, the author points out, 
that they confined their 
relationships to the 
purely emotional. 





ence on the future of the 
Pacific Rim, an attendee 
recalls Japanese Consul 
General Tatsuo Arima spelling 
out the practical conse- 
quences of such beliefs. “The 
lazy and incompetent must 
not be allowed to drag down 
the diligent and the compe- 
tent, the attendee says 

the envoy twice repeated 
when asked about the future 
direction of the U.S. and 
Japan. An Arima spokes- 
woman insists, however, “He 
said nothing like that. He 

just spoke about cooperation 
between the U.S. and Japan.” 
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This top woman sportswriter 

finds that all too often she faces more 
resistance from her readers than 
from the players in the locker room. 





BY DIANE PETZKE 





Like many women, Joan 
Ryan finds the Super Bow! 
overhyped and boring. 
Indeed, she calls sports 
insignificant, as in the case of 
goll—a pseudosport that's 
“a conspiracy to let old men 
stay out on the golf course 
and say, ‘Yes, honey, |m 
doing something 
worthwhile.’ ~ Why should 
you Care whal she thinks? 
Because Ryan is one of the 
nation's top female sports- 
writers, a new breed of 
reporter that is changing the 
perspective of professional- 
sports coverage. 

Turn on your TV, open any 
sports section, and you'll 
see women dishing out play- 
by-play commentary that 
used to be the purview of the 
prototypical tobacco-chew- 
ing male reporter who gets a 
postgame scoop in the locker. 
room shower. Like the 27- 
year-old San Francisco 
Examiner columnist, most 
women sportswriters learn 
that unless they know how to 
handle themselves in a 
professional-sports locker 
room, they Il get kicked down 
to covering high school 
volleyball. The feminine rule 
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is, act tough, look like you 
know your stuff—and dont 
look down. 

For Ryan, the test was 
harder than most. In the 
spring of 1985, the rookie 
sportswriter at The Orlando 
Sentinel culled an assignment 
to cover the U.S.FL.’s Orlando 
Renegades-—Birmingham 
Stallions matchup. No prob- 
lem, she figured, since shed 
covered dozens of college- 
football games. At its finish, 
Ryan was forced to interview 
running back Joe Cribbs in 
the Renegades locker room 
because he was too pressed 
to venture outside, where 
women traditionally inter- 
viewed. Once inside, all hell 
broke loose—the naked 
players taunted her with 
crudities, and she sensed 
something crawling up her 
leg. To her utter horror she 
Saw It was a long-handled 
razor, and worse, the teams 
owner was standing in the 
corner sporting a mocking 
grimace. Humiliated and pas! 
deadline, Ryan fled to her 
office, where she stunned the 
sports world with a widely 
discussed column entitled 
‘And They Wonder Why We 
Call Them Animals.” 

"Any time you go into a 
locker room, you expect a 
certain amount of harassment 
and teasing, she told Pent- 
house. “| was on their turf on 
their terms, but its beyond 
what a person has to pul 
up with in terms of a job 
There was a time my stom- 
ach turned every time | had to 
go into the locker room. But 
you have to get used [0 tt, 
and every woman does 
if she’s going to succeed” 

Although 1987 marks 
Ryan's sixth year in sports, 
she still finds readers reluc- 


lant to accept a woman as a 
sports authority. Shortly after 
moving to the Examiner, 

she recalls being “horrified at 
letters calling me the ‘C’ 

word for no reason.” A column 
headlined “Why Golf Shouldn't 
Be Considered a Sport” 

drew the most hate mail, but 
not far behind was one that 
blasted the use of instant 
replay in the N.FL. “I dont like 
it in its present form because 
it takes too much time. And 
unless it'S going to be 100 
percent conclusive, which it's 
not. its just not worth the 
effort. The game's long 
enough as it Is” 

A man delivering such 
opinions might be argued 
with, but not personally 
attacked, which makes Ryan 
keenly aware thal her biggest 
obstacle isnt always in the 
locker room but often in 
{he minds of her readers 
“People are always more 
suspicious of [a woman],” she 
laments. “Letter writers jump 
lo the conclusion that 
because you make a point 
they dont agree with. you 
dont Know your stuff.’ 

More often than not, Ryan 
deals with what makes the 
professional athlete tick She 
looks for the anecdote. thal 
revealing moment when 
the artificial image flickering 
across Our television screen 
becomes sympathetic and 
reachable. “When you see 
them on TV. all you get is a 
quick flash, When you get 
lo know them. they re human.” 
Thal style takes Ryan beyond 
Slalistics into real writing 
and reveals what makes tt all 
worthwhile. “That's why | 
do what | do. she says 
‘because when you open up 
a newspaper, you find some 
of the best writing in the 


sports section.” 

Her past columns have 
heralded the return of the 
“regular guy’ in football, per- 
sonified by New York Giants 
Coach Bill Parcells—one 
of her favorite subjects and 
the man she says can capture 
a Super Bowl ring for a sec- 
ond consecutive year. “Par- 
cells is a regular guy, John 
Madden is a regular guy,” she 
says. “They re replacing the 
tough guys that came out 
of the era of Sylvester Stallone 
and Mark Gastineau.” 

Blissfully lacking the pres- 
sure some feel to abandon 
a grueling schedule of road 
trips to start a family. Ryan 
thrives on covering super- 
fights such as the Hagler- 
Leonard showdown. inter- 
viewing her favorite athlete. 
Billie Jean King: or arranging 
for her father to meet his 
idol—baseball great Joe 
DiMaggio 

Ryan is at the top of a 
mans field, and she told 
Penthouse it can be lonely 

even isolating, She's not 
alone. Gayle Gardner. the 
prime-time ESPN sports- 
caster. Newsday hockey 
reporter Helene Elliott: and 
Sara Freligh of The Philadel- 
phia Inquirer all have voiced 
similar feelings. "We're not 
around many women in our 
work. | really miss women 
You need a feeling of cama- 
raderie, Ryan says 

Together, they want \ _- to 
accept them. respect then, 
and most important, reaa 
or watch them. ‘All we want !s 
equal access,” Ryan says, 
whether it be in the locker 
rooms or in a fans mind. The 
road is mapped out and 
clear, There are just a few 
barricades left to 


remove. Ot, 
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Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease, 
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The celebration of our 
Constitution is a fitting time to 
honor those who fought 

for the rights of all Americans. 





JUSTICE 


BY ALAN M. DERSHOWITZ 








The bicentennial of the United 
States Constitution is cer- 
tainly something to celebrate. 
But if we push away the 
balloons and bunting, we'll 
see that we have three con- 
stitutions to acknowledge. 
Each of these “constitutions” 
is actually a component of 
the document we're saluting, 
and each represents the 
ever-changing needs of a 
society based on the rights of 
the individual. 

The first constitution, 
drafted in 1787, provides the 
structure for centralized 
federal power. It designated 
a bicameral national legisla- 
ture and created the presi- 
dency and the judiciary. With 
a few notable exceptions, 
this initial document reflects 
little concern for liberty, basic 
rights, or compassion. Its 
insistence on the separation 
of powers and on a system of 
checks and balances grew 
out of a fear that too great a 
concentration of power in 
a single person or branch of 
government would endanger 
the entrenched prerogatives 
of the landed gentry. The 
rights of the poor, religious 
and racial minorities, and 
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women did not weigh heavily 
on the minds of the authors 
of that first constitution: 
Women were not mentioned 
by the white-men-only group 
that drafted this white-men- 
only document; blacks were 
compromised into “three- 
fifths” people (and only for 
purposes of apportioning 
representatives to the legisla- 
ture); and native Americans 
were excluded altogether. 

In 1791, our second consti- 
tution was enacted. This 
one, called the Bill of Rights, 
added a significant dimen- 
sion to the first. It took powers 
from the federal government 
and gave them “to the States 
respectively, or to the peo- 
ple.” The central concern of 
the drafters of the Bill of 
Rights was to assure that the 
states retained power vis- 
a-vis the federal government, 
the underlying premise being 
that the people could secure 
more liberty from their state 
governments than from the 
distant federal government. 

The Bill of Rights was 
written with a vision of the 
future. Its majestic phrases— 
freedom of speech, due 
process of law, assistance of 
counsel, cruel and unusual 
punishments, unreasonable 
searches—were constructed 
out of an enduring and mallea- 
ble material, which ts adapt- 
able to changing conditions 
and seems to strengthen with 
the passage of time. These 
phrases from our Bill of Rights 
were invoked mostly by 
politicians and at Fourth of 
July festivities, and rarely 
in courts of law, as states 
continued to deny their citi- 
zens many of the rights that it 
enumerated. 

Our third constitution— 
perhaps the most important 


of all—consists of the three 
amendments ratified just 
after the Civil War. They rep- 
resent, in effect, the peace 
treaty that reunited a country 
divided both by region and 
race. These amendments 
were the first to take power 
from government—rather 
than transferring it among 
governments—and to give it 
to people, especially people 
who had been passed over 
by our first constitution. Later 
court decisions interpreted 
these amendments as apply- 
ing most of the first ten 
amendments to the states, 
thus requiring every state, 
city, and town to comply with 
the Bill of Rights. This was 
significant because it was the 
local governments—far 
more than the federal gov- 
ernment—that had denied 
fundamental rights to so 
many citizens. 

Even with the ratification of 
our third constitution, some 
citizens were still denied 
essential rights. The most 
basic rights of women 
required yet another amend- 
ment. The rights of blacks, 
gays, immigrants, the handi- 
capped, the elderly, and 
others are still not fully recog- 
nized and enforced. 

Ours is indeed a living 
constitution, which like other 
complex organisms, must 
either adapt to changing 
conditions or die. As Justice 
Thurgood Marshall, the 
only black ever to serve on 
the Supreme Court, recently 
put it: “Nor do | find the 
wisdom, foresight, and sense 
of justice exhibited by the 
Framers [of our first Constitu- 
tion] particularly profound 
To the contrary, the govern- 
ment they devised was 
defective from the start, 


requiring several amend- 
ments, a civil war, and 
momentous social transfor- 
mation to attain the system of 
constitutional government, 
and its respect for the indi- 
vidual freedoms and human 
rights, we hold as fundamen- 
tal today. . . 

“The credit does not belong 
to the Framers. It belongs to 
those who refused to 
acquiesce in outdated notions 
of ‘liberty,’ ‘justice,’ and 
‘equality, and who strived to 
better them.” 

Our Constitution is a 
charter for all seasons. It Is 
capable of protecting the 
most despised as well as the 
most beloved among us 
(though the current Supreme 
Court majority often con- 
strues its protective provisions 
to assure the power of the 
government rather than the 
rights of the unpopular) 

We are a nalion of shifting 
minorities and temporary 
majorities. Those who yester- 
day condemned “Fifth 
Amendment Communists’ 
are today praising “Fifth 
Amendment patriots.” Those 
who today call for suppres- 
sion of dissent may become 
tomorrow's dissenters seek- 
ing the protection of our 
First Amendment. 

The celebration of our 
Constitution ts really an occa- 
sion to salute the spirit of its 
authors, who devised a 
government that rejected the 
conventions of centuries- 
old European monarchies. 
The celebration is also a 
fitting time to honor those who 
did not settle, who pushed 
and fought for the rights of all 
Americans, By their continual 
testing and challenging, 
the Constitution keeps on 


living. Og 





Sorels: 





Wherever winter takes you 


we've been there. 


{ian when you ask 
Canada’s legendary Sorels 
to keep you warm, you can 
specify ‘how warm: The 
Sorel on the left is our new 
Superior. And it zs. This 
boot is for extremists—with 
a comfort rating to —85°F 
it's the warmest boot in the 
~~ world. Superior achieves its 
uncanny warmth with a 38’, boot-within-a-boot 
liner that’s half polypropylene, half pure wool felt. 
Plus, there’s another 98" of open- 
cell foam lining in the 
rubber bottom 
and a double- 
thick, poly- 
propylene 
liner in the 
midsole. 
Winter? 
What winter! 
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Sub-zero. 





The Sorel on the right is another matter. It's for people 
going to the north end of town, not the north pole. 
The new Suburban is comfort rated to —10°F, but is 
every inch a Sorel. It’s a boot you can wear to work in 
mid-winter and not look like an arctic explorer. But, 
you'll be nearly as warm as one because the Suburban 
is lined top to toe with B200 Thinsulate and mid- 
soled with 1” wool felt. Tops are full grain, naturally 
tanned leather with Taslan laces and brass eyelets 
that can't rot or rust. Bottoms are thermo rubber for 
supple comfort at any temperature. All this gives 
winter fits—while orthopedic insoles and attention to 
design gives you a boot that fits. Try on one of the 
many Suburban styles; they’re very civilized when 
the weather isn't. 


These are but two of the hundred or more Sorel 
styles in comfort ranges from ‘just cold’ to ‘down- 
right hostile’ and everything in-between. All share 
the same heritage and concern for quality. None are 
cheap, but, for the quality, none are expensive. 


Beware of imitations; winter is real. 


SORELS 


KAUFMAN QUALITY 
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Sub-urban. 


For the name of your nearest store write: Kaufman Footwear, 700 Ellicott Street, Batavia, New York 14020 


Almost every adult in 

America has some degree of athero- 
sclerosis—narrowing of the 
arteries—and fat is a major culprit. 











BY MICHAEL COLGAN, Ph.D. 


Wr 





I'd like your opinion on 
whether or not depression or 
extreme anxiety can bring 
on disease. We've all heard 
about the widower who Is 

so upset about losing his wife 
that he suddenly develops 

a terminal disease. Are our 
bodies and minds really that 
connected, or is anguish 
just an easy diagnosis? 


All disorders are physical. 
That is, every physical and 
“mental” disease depends 
equally on purely physical 
stressors. But the “Father of 
Stress,” Dr. Hans Selye, 
showed us how apparently 
innocuous sights and sounds 
Can Cause complex changes 
in hormone output, neural 
functions, and heart function 
just as easily as a poke in 
the eye with a sharp stick. 
The problem lies in our 
inherited autonomic nervous 
system, which controls the 
functions of all organs and 
glands. It is called autonomic 
because it works automati- 
cally, outside voluntary con- 
trol, to keep the heart pump- 
ing, the intestines churning, 
the liver delivering. Though 
we Cannot control the auto- 
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nomic system (except by 
learning special techniques), 
it reacts readily to external 
stimuli, especially sights 

and sounds. 

Evolution favored those 
humans who could fight 
off or flee from danger most 
effectively. They were the 
ones who survived to be our 
ancestors. From them we 
inherited hair-trigger auto- 
nomic systems, and the 
defense-alarm reaction, a 
reaction to any threatening 
Stimulus. It is an integrated 
neural, hormonal, and mus- 
cular response that prepares 
the body to fight or flee. 

Evolution bred the defense- 
alarm reaction into us for 
over a million years and has 
yet to make the necessary 
modifications appropriate for 
our recent cultural develop- 
ment. We remain genetically 
programmed to react with 
fight or flight to any sudden 
stimulus, while having to 
live elbow to elbow. Through 
social conditioning, we are 
carefully taught to inhibit the 
muscular component of the 
defense-alarm reaction even 
though stress makes our 
hearts dance. 

It's no accident that the 
highest death rate from 
sudden heart attacks occurs 
in mid-Manhattan, and that 
more than 50 percent of 
people who die from unex- 
pected heart attacks have 
virtually no risk factors for 
heart disease. Through the 
autonomic nervous system, 
the sights and sounds and 
experiences we used to 
regard as factors in the mind 
become major causes of 
disease, 


What's the difference 
between kefir and yogurt? Is 


one better for you than the 
other? I've recently broken the 
yogurt habit because of all 
the sugar. If kefir isn't much 
better, | wont bother trying it 


Real kefir is a mildly alcoholic 
bitter drink fermented from 
cow's milk. Rea/ yogurt 

is a bitter semisolid food fer- 
mented from cow's milk 
using a different kind of bac- 
tertuum. Except for those 
health-food stores that make 
them fresh. the foods sold 

as kefir and yogurt today bear 
little resemblance to the 

real thing. Most are simply 
Madison Avenue's way of 
increasing the waning market 
for good old instant pudding. 

The main ingredients of 
these imitation yogurts and 
kefirs are milk, gelatin, and 
in flavored varieties, Sugar, 
exactly the same as in the 
pudding | spooned at Moth- 
er's Knee during World War II 
The amount of yogurt culture 
is uSually negligible, because 
it makes the taste bitter and 
the product less marketable. 
So-called kefir is simply a 
more liquid variety with 
a slightly different culturing 
process. 

The health claims for 
supermarket yogurt and kefir 
are bogus. They are about 
as good for you as ice cream, 
though a little lower in fat, If 
all you really want Is a treal, a 
Strawberry ripple cone or 
banana split will beat them 
both hands down. 


TV commercials are always 
bragging that a certain prod- 
uct has less sugar or less 

fat. Assuming the person 
doesn't have diabetes, a 
heart condition, or is obese, 
which is more important 

to cut down on, or are fat and 


sugar equally unhealthy if 
consumed in excess? 


You may seem perfectly 
healthy, but almost every 
adult in America has some 
degree of atherosclerosis 
(narrowing of the arteries), 
and fat is a major culprit. 

Saturated fats do more than 
just raise cholesterol levels. 
They also cause platelets 
in the blood to clump into 
clots and damage the artery 
walls. Unsaturated fats, 
widely touted as low in cho- 
lesterol and therefore safe, 
pose a different problem. The 
processing of unsaturated 
fats destroys their antioxi- 
dants, leaving them prone to 
oxidation, which produces 
many carcinogens. Commer- 
cial polyunsaturated fats 
have been firmly linked to 
human cancer 

Sugar is almost as bad. 
The American diet is now 
made up of 20 percent 
refined sugar, or half a pound 
per person per day. Yet 
British nutritionist John Yudkin 
has shown repeatedly that 
four ounces a day is enough 
to put you at risk of heart 
disease. And that includes all 
the commercial hocus-pocus 
raw sugars, turbinado sug- 
ars, corn syrups, fructose, 
and molasses. Even frozen 
turkeys now have added 
sugar! As for diabetes, Dr. 
William Ishmael first showed 
20 years ago how sugar 
can Cause prediabetic reac- 
tions by raising blood fats 

Between fat and sugar. 
however, fat is the more dan- 
gerous enemy. We send 
cards to our high-fal-intake 
clients urging them to stop 
“greasing the skids to hell.” At 
least with Sugar you are 
sweetening the ride.O+—q 


After 9 years of advancing 
the science of radar warning, 
we have quite a following 








I imitation is the sincerest form of flattery, 
then Escort and Passport are easily the world's 
most admired radar detectors. 

And if imitation were the same as duplica- 
tion, then there would be other equally capable 
detectors. Occasionally you hear of imitations 
“just as good as” Escort and Passport, usually 
from someone trying to sell you something 


cheaper. 
The experts are unanimous 


No matter what anybody says, there is, in 
fact, no detector on the market that’s “just as 
good as" Escort and Passport. And you needn't 
take our word for it. In 1987, three respected 
magazines have published comparison tests of 
radar detectors. 

What Car and Driver says 

In April, Car and Driver rated Passport high- 
est of nine miniature models, saying, “At $295 
direct from the factory, it’s the most expensive 
piece of electronic protection in the group, but it’s 
worth every nickel in roadgoing peace of mind: 

What Roundel says 

In June, Roundel ranked Passport and 
Escort first and second respectively in a com- 
parison of 14 detectors. About Passport the 
author said, “It remains the State of the Art, 
a true quality product, American ingenuity at 
its best!’ Regarding Escort, “It is an excellent 
detector in its own right and continues as a 
pacesetter in the detector market!’ 

What Popular Mechanics says 

In July, Popular Mechanics rated Escort 
first and Passport second in a group of 11 brands. 
The magazine concluded, “Clearly, the Escort is 
the best radar detector around. The best of the 
minis was the Passport...” 





Expert Testhnon: it’s FREE: 
In every 1987 magazine test of radar detectors, Escort and 
Passport have been rated highest. See for yourself. For complete 
copies of the tests (not excerpts or selected quotes), showing 
ranking of all brands, just call us toll free. 
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99 THINGS THAT AMERICANS MAKE BEST 


@6@All of these widely available U.S.-made 
goods...are clearly superior to their overseas com- 
pelitors, overwhelmingly dominate their markets 


We sell direct to our customers only. Orders 
in by 3:00 pm eastern time go out the same day 
by UPS, and we pay for shipping. Overnight 
delivery is guaranteed by Federal Express for 
only $10 extra. 

Satisfaction guaranteed 

If you're not entirely satisfied within 30 
days, return your purchase. We'll refund all of 
your money and your shipping costs. 

For the only radar detectors “just as good 
as” Escort and Passport, please call toll free. 





or are so outstanding or novel that they have 
no well-known international counterpart.99 

Escort and Passport are the only radar 
detectors to make the list. 


What we say 

Escort and Passport stay at the top of the 
experts’ ratings year after year because, by 
definition, the imitators are always behind. Our 
engineers work constantly to lengthen detection 
range, and when they make a breakthrough, we 
rush that improvement into production. 

Still, early warning means nothing if the 
warning is false. That's why—a year ago—we 
added Alternating Frequency Rejection (AFR™) 
circuitry, designed specifically to ignore the 
Rashid VRSS collision warning system. 

Said Car and Driver, “While other makers 
have spent their energy on funny features or 
zoomy styling, CM has found a way to improve 
function in a quiet and systematic way. Such 
innovation is the mark of a leader, and we ap- 
plaud Cincinnati Microwave for its eagerness to 
head off problems before they become problems’ 

Our anti-Rashid circuitry demonstrates our 
commitment to the highest radar warning tech- 
nology. We think the fact that the imitators 
don't have it demonstrates their commitment too. 

Right here in Cincinnati 

Our attitude is unique in another way. We 
keep all of our engineering, assembly, sales, 
and service in one location so that we can 
respond quickly to our customers. If you have 
questions, need service, or want to order, just 
call toll free. 


Order Today 


TOLL FREE...800-543-1608 
(Mon-Fri 8am-11pm, Sat-Sun 9:30-6 EST) 


x 
VISA MasterCard 


By mail send to address below. All orders 
processed immediately. Prices slightly 
higher for Canadian shipments. 





PAS SPORT: 
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Pocket-Size Radar Protection $295 
(Ohio res. add $16.23 tax) 


ESCORT 


os 


RADAR WARNING RECEIVER 





The Classic of Radar Warning $245 
(Ohio Res. add $13.48 tax) 


Cincinnati Microwave 


> Department 605N7 


One Microwave Plaza 
Cincinnati, Ohio 45249 


© 1987 Cincinnat: Microwave, Inc 


elt was a beautiful 
feeling, his hairy legs brushing 
against my smooth 
skin—by this time | wanted 
to climb the walls.® 





XAVIERA HOLLANDER 
CALL ME MADAM 





LETTER OF THE MONTH 
/am a single female, age 25, 
and considered a good-looker. 
Six years ago, while living in a 
small community in south- 
western Arizona, | took notice 
of our next-door neighbor, 
whose name was Jeffrey. My 
mom, who was living with me 
at the time, commented that 
she thought Jeffrey was ex- 
tremely sexy. | readily agreed 
with her, even though at the 
time | was still a virgin and did 
not yet know the pleasures of 
lovemaking. 

lt wasn't long before | found 
myself spying on Jeffrey, and 
playing for his attention. We 
started to have long conver- 
sations over the backyard 
fence. | found myself becom- 
ing more and more attracted 
to him. Jeffrey was Hispanic, 
with a deep-tan complexion 
and a smile that made me 
wither inside. | started to fan- 
tasize about him making love 
to me. 

lt was during that summer 
that my mother took a week- 
long vacation, leaving me with 
the run of the house. The first 
day on my own, | spied Jeffrey 
working in his backyard and 
decided to try something bold. 
| asked him if he would like to 
have dinner with me that night. 
He responded very politely 
that he would love to, but he 
would prefer to dine in his 
home since he was expecting 
some phone calls later that 
evening. 

At dusk | headed out to his 
house with a picnic basket 
loaded with all kinds of gooa- 
ies. When | knocked on the 
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door he did not immediately 
answer, and | felt very ner- 
vous. As | turned to leave, Jef- 
frey opened the door clad only 
in a soft terry-cloth robe. With 
an apologetic smile, he said 
that he had just gotten out of 
the shower—hence_ explain- 
ing why he had taken so long 
to answer the door. He backed 
away to let me in, and told me 
to make myself at home while 
he dressed. | felt goose pim- 
ples all over me just watching 
his hairy legs ascend the stairs 
to his bedroom. 

| decided to lay out the feast 
that | had prepared, and when 
Jeffrey returned, he surprised 
me with a bottle of cham- 
pagne to complete the dinner 
We began to eat, and before 
long Jeffrey and | finished two 
bottles. 

| felt like | was on cloud 
nine—a mixture of the bubbly 
and my happiness at Jusl 





being there. Jeffrey must have 
felt my arousal, and asked me 
if | would like to finish the rest 
of the champagne in his den. 
While we sat and talked, Jef- 
frey asked me if | minded him 
smoking a cigarette. | told him 
no, and went to get him an 
ashtray. As | bent over to give 
itto him, his hand reached out 
and caressed my behind un- 
derneath my shorts. Right 
away | felt a chill from the bot- 
tom of my feet to the top of my 
head, and my pussy became 
very wet. He kept caressing my 
behind and told me it was very 
beautiful 

At this point | managed to 
take a peek at his crotch, and 
noticed the huge hard-on that 
he had. Being that it was Six 
years ago, at the time | was 
quite inexpenenced and afraid 
of my desires. | excused my- 
self and fled to the bathroom 

When | returned, Jeffrey told 


me to relax, and sal me in his 
lap. It was a beautiful feeling, 
his hairy legs brushing against 
my smooth skin, and by this 
time | wanted to climb the 
walls. He kissed me over and 
over again and untied the knot 
to my halter top, thus exposing 
my pert breasts. My nipples 
were super hard, and | closed 
my eyes as Jeffrey began to 
fondle and kiss them. 

| was enjoying everything 
that this man was doing to me 
and realized that | was sitting 
naked on top of him—he'd 
deftly removed my shorts while 
! was in ecstasy. By this time 
we were both quite passionate 
and had slipped onto the 
deep-pile rug that covered the 
entire floor of his den. Be- 
tween Jeffrey kneading every 
inch of my body and the sen- 
sation of the rug brushing 
against my back, | was turned 
on to the max. 

! didn't care whal my school 
chums said about the discom- 
fort that happens during the 
first time. All | knew was that | 
wanted his cock inside of me. 
! begged him, but he told me 
to wait. I'm glad | did! He slowly 
kissed me all over my body, 
and made his way to my wet- 
ter-than-wet pussy. It was an 
experience | couldn't believe. 
When he finally changed po- 
sitions, | was able to see his 
shiny hard tool. | reached out 
and held his balls in one hand. 
I'd never felt a man before, and 


All inquines are treated in conlidence Send 
yours to Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Mag- 
azine. 1965 Broadway, New York, NY 10023- 
5965. Miss Hollander regrets thal no private 
replies Can be supplied 
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Alivewithpleasure! 





After all, 
= smoking isn’t a pleasure, 
why bother? 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Quitting Smoking 


Now Greatly Reduces Serious Risks to Your Health. 








|! was surprised at the velvety-smooth 
hardness of him. 

When Jeffrey finally entered me, | was 
ready for him. It was wonderful. Even 
though | knew that my virginity was lost 
forever, it was well worth it! Since that 
time | have had other lovers, but I've never 
felt the way | did that evening. 

Xaviera, because this experience was 
so wondertul, it outshines the ones that | 
have now. Even though it has beena long 
time, and both Jeffrey and | have gone 
our separate ways, | still think of him. Will 
! ever get over this man?—B. T. 


The world is full of women who have psy- 
chological hang-ups because they lost 
their virginity in the back of a Ford pickup 
to a fumbling football player with a 12- 
inch schlong. 

It is no more possible to be a brilliant 
lover without practice than itis to play the 
saxophone. Natural talent helps, but there 
is no substitute for experience. You had 
the marvelous luck to be initiated by a 
man who was not only a sophisticated 
lover, but also sounds like a lovely guy. 
A classic example of “Mama knows best.” 
Who could not fall seriously in love with 
such aman, but you must live in the pres- 
ent. Treasure Jeffrey as a beautiful mem- 
ory, but when you make love with other 
men who do not come up to scratch, it is 
your job to be the teacher. After a year of 
postgraduate study, you should have 


enough knowledge to gently guide, or 
forcibly instruct, your young lovers so that 
they too can acquire the technique and 
the capacity to become Jeffreys. 

Sooner or later you will meet someone 
of your own generation who will have the 
necessary qualifications to replace this 
paragon. But while you are waiting for 
him to show up in your life, | am sure there 
are plenty of older men who, although 
they may nol have exactly the same qual- 
ifications as Jeffrey, will nevertheless be 
able to touch some of the same emo- 
tional nerve endings in your soul as he 
did, or maybe even teach you a little more 
about the art of loving. 


POLLY PUREBRED 

My problem is not what I'd call unique, 
as it is probably shared by others. It deals 
with oral sex and my wife's reluctance to 
perform it, or have it performed on her. 
While | enjoy both giving and receiving 
oral pleasures, my wife thinks that it is 
“kinky” and “dirty.” 

We have been married for 15 years and 
our overall sexual performances have 
been extremely satisfying at times, but 
those are few and far between. | guess 
that we've both fallen into the category 
of “/ get it once a month whether she 
wants it or not.” 

My wife and | are both attractive. In 
fact, my wife has a great figure, and can 
be a cocktease when she wants to be. 


“What we need is someone with five letters ending ins.” 
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It's just that she has such a Victorian at- 
titude about certain things. I've tried 
everything to bring her around—candle- 
lit romantic interludes, wine, quiet eve- 
nings, etc., and the only thing that | end 
up with is a hangover. With the exception 
of our sexual relationship, |am more than 
happy with our life together. 

My question to you is, what can | do to 
get a little more sexual response out of 
her? We have talked about it on a number 
of occasions, and each time | get a dif- 
ferent reply from her, especially when it 
comes to oral sex—she is constantly 
changing her mind! | even tried buying 
pornographic magazines and watching 
X-rated films with her. Help!—H. D. 


lt sounds as if your wife not only regards 
oral sex as kinky or dirty, but that she 
finds all sexual relations distasteful and 
unnecessary. Her discussions and con- 
stantly changing viewpoints are merely a 
way of postponing the next physical en- 
counter. Nowadays, oral sex is consid- 
ered to be perfectly normal, and a browse 
through any serious books on sex pub- 
lished in the last 20 years will confirm this. 

X-rated movies and pornographic 
magazines have two basic uses. Look- 
ing at them excites and stimulates the 
sexual desire of couples who enjoy sex, 
so that they get more pleasure from each 
other. They are also used extensively as 
material for fantasy while masturbating. 
To have maximum effect, the visual im- 
pact of porn has to be larger than life, 
and the X-rated movie at its best can be 
considered a kind of TV commercial to 
promote sexual pleasure. 

As far aS you are concerned, once a 
month is not a sex life, and although you 
seem to be taking it patiently and with a 
sense of humor, it is a situation that is not 
going to improve and calls for more dras- 
tic measures. It is not unusual for women 
wha find themselves tied to the cares of 
housekeeping and raising children to lose 
interest in sex, but that does not mean it 
is natural, so your first move should be to 
persuade your wife to seek counseling. 
She can easily tell you that you are a filthy- 
minded pervert for wanting to stick your 
prick in her mouth or apparently any- 
where else, but let her try telling that to a 
counselor. 

If she refuses counseling, you can point 
out to her that in those ancient days of 
Victorian prudery, when sex was consid- 
ered shameful and men were convinced 
that a ladylike wife didn’t appreciate 
“pestering, it was considered perfectly 
respectable for a frustrated husband to 
have a mistress, as well as to regularly 
visit the local bordello. (This, by the way, 
is an accepted lifestyle among the 
wealthy men in some of the more pro- 
gressive countries in South America.) 

When | was working in New York, the 
most popular request was for a blowjob, 
as it was something that seemed to be 
sadly lacking in the home life of the av- 
erage American husband. 
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Handmade in Italy. Brass lined, | he 
Side Opening, 8 3/4"'. Handle in Pear- ‘eta . 
lite: Blue, Green, Red, White, Black. : 


LEN L. Lightweight but 
HaavDury ABS Resin Handle. S/S 
Blade. Front Opening with Lock, 8% "’. 
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EVER HI INTER. Gleaming Brass & 
Ha rood Side Opening Brushed S/S 
Blade. Brass Lined, 8”’. 


The Edge Co., P.O. Box 826, Brattleboro, VT 05301 7 
800-445-1021 
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Please Ship The Following items: 


Mode! # Oty Model # Oy 
Model # Qty Model # Qty 

Model # Qty Model # Oty. 

Add $1.50 Each Shipping and Handling — Allow 10 Days Shipping 
[) Check or Money Order Enclosed Total $ 
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Dealer Prices On Request 


The most popular 
automatic i in the world. Olive drab or 





Camo covers, gun metal black caps, iT Te oy Gets e EE Gas 
front opening, 8"”. RS . Grooved, 
Brame Handle. Knurled Cap with “O”" Name 
Ring Seal. Waterproof Liquid Compass. . Address 
u. s In Handle: Saw, Tackle, Hooks, Sinkers, Cy eS Sate Zip 
Full Auto with Design: All Stee! Construction. Heat Needles, Matches, Striker. 7’ Van- I centity that | am over 21 years of age 


Lanyard pull action. Elegant & inge- painted Blue (Navy Seal) or Matte Olive adium 440¢ Blade. includes Sheath & 


nious. Hardwood, Brass, & S/S, 7 5/8”. Drab (Army Ranger). Front Opening 8". Stone. a a a ea 


Not available where prohibited by law. Inquire about special military and 
police waivers and discounts. 


* Sold in tega! Kit form. in certain areas, the completion of these 
kits may violate certain laws. Please check your area before 
ordering or assembling, as compliance with any such laws is the 
purchaser's responsibility. 


PUT YOUR MONEY WHERE YOUR 
MOUTH IS 

Although | am not as sexually active as | 
have been in the past, there is a question 
that hasn't been getting the proper at- 
tention regarding the protection of sex- 
ually transmitted diseases. | know that in 
recent years it has become very impor- 
tant to use prophylactics during inter- 
course, to help in the prevention of AIDS 
and other diseases and infections. But 
what about someone like myself, who en- 
Joys eating pussy? | relish the joy of doing 
so, and find that women also enjoy it very 
much. However, due to the great influx of 
AIDS (and other diseases) into the com- 
munity, how does one go about enjoying 
one of his favorite pastimes without wor- 
rying about catching something? 

|! came down with mono several years 
ago after spending a weekend with a 
sexually active woman, and | don’t wish 
fo repeat this again. Fortunately, | didn't 
catch something much worse than that, 
and | got help for the mono right away. | 
know that dentists use plastic sheets to 
cover the area of the mouth not being 
worked on, but it seems to me one hell of 
an impractical system. 

Because of this problem | am not sex- 
ually active anymore, and it's bothering 
the hell out of me. Fingering a woman 
doesn't give me half the satisfaction as 
cunnilingus does. Please offer any sug- 
gestions.—P. H. 


ete gn a ———— 


Since time immemorial, there has always 
been the risk of catching almost anything 
from casual sexual contact. | just saw La 
Ronde, a French film based on a play by 
the Austrian playwright Arthur Schnitzler. 
The movie starts with a soldier being re- 
luctantly persuaded to have a quickie with 
a prostitute at a reduced rate. The soldier 
then screws a housemaid, who in turn is 
seduced by her employer. He is having 
an affair with a married woman who, of 
course, has sex with her husband. The 
husband, a successful businessman, |s 
infatuated with an actress whom he fi- 
nally gets to fuck. She is being courted 
by a young officer who visits her at her 
house and finds it not at all difficult to get 
her into bed. He stops at a bar on his way 
home and gets drunk. In the morning he 
wakes up to find himself with a prostitute, 
who is the same girl he slept with at the 
beginning. 

This amorous cycle demonstrates the 
speed and efficiency with which a ve- 
nereal disease could travel and infect 
people from all walks of society. At the 
time the play was written, the killer sex- 
ually transmitted disease was syphilis, 
which, before the discovery of antibiot- 
icS, was usually mortal. This danger ap- 
parently deterred no one. The advent of 
AIDS has been shamelessly utilized by 
certain people to propagandize us 
against the pleasures of sex, when in fact 
the spread of the virus into the hetero- 
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“The regularly scheduled program 
will not be seen, due to a resurgence of good taste.” 
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sexual community was Caused not mainly 
by sexual contact, bul by intravenous- 
drug users and infected-blood transfu- 
sions. 

The rubber industry has profited enor- 
mously by the AIDS scare, and has made 
an attempt to convince us that the use of 
a condom protects us absolutely, Wear- 
ing a rubber minimizes the chance of 
catching something, but the only way to 
avoid all risk is either to limit your sexual 
activities to partners who are 100 percent 
healthy (which nobody is) or not to have 
any physical contact at all. 

Your letler poses a challenge to con- 
dom manufacturers—maybe they can 
come up with a mouth protector to fit over 
the lips, teeth, and tongue, and maybe 
even a tongue extender with a built-in mi- 
cro-vibrator. It would be a boon for hook- 
ers who specialize in blowjobs, and also 
for wives who wont suck because they 
don't like to swallow sperm, The idea will 
probably produce a new generation of 
rubber fetishists, who will get their kicks 
by licking lubricated latex. 


LIKE A VIRGIN 

lam writing to you because you are pos- 
sibly the only person in the world who 
could understand my situation. After you 
finish reading this, you will probably think 
! am just an incredibly sexually insecure 
person or something, and that | don't de- 
serve a reply, but | am so miserable. 

My problem is this. |! was born four and 
a half months premature, and as you can 
imagine, | was incredibly small—one 
pound six ounces, to be exact, Ob- 
viously, as a result, | had to be put in an 
incubator, and it was there that | spent 
the first four months of my life. Also, be- 
cause of my size, the doctors did not crr- 
cumcise me. Now | am 21 years old and 
| have still not been circumcised—which 
is causing me a lot of problems. For one, 
| have a complex that has affected my 
love life. 

lam now of average build, and on many 
occasions have been told by women that 
they think | am good-looking. However, 
when the opportunity arises to make love 
with a woman, | shy away because | am 
ashamed of my appearance—and | am 
still a virgin. 

! am aware that | can be circumcised 
now, but! don't have the money and 1am 
quite embarrassed to ask my parents for 
it. Xaviera, am | making a big deal out of 
nothing? | would appreciate a woman's 
point of view.—F. M. 


The human race has always been hooked 
on the idea of chopping themselves up 
for religious reasons, social taboos, or 
simply decoration. We laugh at the prim- 
itive, Savage customs of Burmese ladies, 
whose necks are stretched by the annual 
addition of heavy brass rings so that they 
are eventually walking around carrying 
half a ton of metal, or natives of South 
America or Borneo, who stick wooden 
splints orf plugs through their lips and 
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Bon Jovi: Slippery When Wet * You Give 
Love A Bad Name, etc. Mercury 143465 


Pops In Space John Williams & The Boston 
Pops, Music trom Close Encounters, 
Superman, Star Wars, others. Philips 
DIGITAL 105392 


Genesis: Invisible Touch ® Land Of Confu- 
sion, title song, etc, Atlantic 153740 


The Glenn Miller Orchestra: In The Digital 
Mood ® In The Mood, Chatanooga Choo- 
Choo, more. GRP DIGITAL 143293 


ZZ Top: Afterburner * Stages, Sleeping 
Bag, Velcro Fly, more. Warner Bros. 164042 


Kenny G: Duotones * Songbird, What Does 
It Take (To Win Your Love), etc. Arista 144343 


Alabama: Greatest Hits * She And |, Why 
Lady Why, Feels So Right, etc. RCA 120247 


Kitaro: Tenku ® Japanese New Age master 
returns with all-new magic! Geffen 
DIGITAL 104859 


sony § Dan: A Decade Of Steely Dan ® 14 
ee ikki Don’t Lose That Number, etc. 
154135 


Vivaldi, The Four Seasons * Pinnock/ 
English Concert, Archiv DIGITAL 115356 


Bruce Hornsby & The Range: The Way It Is 
Mandolin Rain, title hit, etc. RCA 163918 


Bach, Brandenburg Concertos Nos. 1-3 
The English Concert/Pinnock. Archiv 
DIGITAL 115541 


Randy Travis: Always And Forever ® For- 
ever And Ever Amen, Too Gone Too Long, 
more. Warner Bros 163917 


Previn: Gershwin * Rhapsody In Blue, Con- 
certo in F, more. Philips DIGITAL 115437 
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Itzhak Perlman 
NOVAS 8 


Violin Concertos 
Nos. 3&5 


ANDREW LLOYD 
WEBBER 
VARIATIONS _ 
weeny neee 


JULIAN LLOYD WEBBER 
____CELLO 
Pr@hornoruc/Mooret 
(anata) 
115146 115473 


Brahms, Symphony No. 1 ® Vienna 
Philharmonic Orchestra/Bernstein. DG 
DIGITAL 125224 


Eagles: Gt. Hits, Vol. 1 ® Take I! To The 
Limit, One Of These Nights, Take It Easy, 
others. Asylum 123481 


Huey Lewis & The News: Fore! Hip To Be 
Square, Stuck With You, Jacob's Ladder, 
more. Chrysalis 154570 


Mozart, Symphonies Nos. 40 & 41 (Jupiter) 
Chicago Symphony Orchestra led by James 
Levine. RCA DIGITAL 104810 


The Judds: HeartLand * Don't Be Cruel, 
Cow Cow Boogie, etc. RCA 160363 

















LIKE YOU NEVER 
HEARD IT BEFORE 
OVER 67 MINUTES OF MUSIC 


~) One 


WATER MUSIC 


The Laglish Concert 
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THE ULTIMATE IN SOUND AND SAVINGS! 


Yes, take any 3 CDs for only 1¢ plus shipping/handling. You need 
buy just two more selections at regular Club prices (usually $14.98- 


$15.98) in the next two years. 


HOW THE CLUB OPERATES 

You select from hundreds of exciting Compact Discs described in 
the Club's magazine mailed to you 19 times a year. Each issue high- 
lights a Featured Selection in your preferred musical division plus alter- 
nate selections. If you'd like the Featured Selection, do nothing. It will 
be sent to you automatically. If you'd prefer an alternate selection, or 
none at all, just return the card enclosed with each issue of your maga- 
zine by the date specified on the card. You will have at least 10 days 
to decide, or you may return your Featured Selection at our expense. 
Cancel your membership at any time after completing your member- 
ship agreement, simply by writing to us. 

FREE 10-DAY TRIAL! 

Listen to your 3 introductory selections for a full 10 days. If not 
satisfied, return them with no further obligation. You send no money 
now, so complete the coupon and mail it today. 
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Mozart, Requiem ® Schreier leads the Leip- 
zig Radio Choir & Dresden State Orchestra. 
Philips DIGITAL 115039 


Bryan Adams: Into The Fire * Heat Of The 
Night, title song, more. A&M 193919 


The Legendary Enrico Caruso ® Vesti la 
giubba. Celeste Aida, Cielo e mar, Ladonnaeé 
mobile, 17 more RCA 134274 


Kenny Rogers: Greatest Hits ® Lady, The 
Gambler, Lucille, more. Liberty 150019 


Elvis Presley: The Memphis CD ® Suspi- 
cious Minds, Kentucky Rain, In The Ghetto, 
more. RCA 254097 


Slatkin Conducts Russian Showpieces 
Pictures At An Exhibition, Classical Sym- 
phony, Sabre Dance, others. RCA 
DIGITAL 154358 


Dire Straits: Brothers In Arms ® Money For 
Nothing, etc, Warner Bros, DIGITAL 114734 


Steve Winwood: Back In The High Life 
Higher Love, more, Island 153271 


Lionel Richie: Dancing On The Ceiling 
Love Will Conquer All, Se La, Ballerina Girl, 
more. Motown 134541 
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INSTANT HALF-PRICE BONUS PLAN 
Get a 50%-off Bonus Certificate with 
every CD you buy at regular Club 
prices, effective with your first full- 
price purchase! 

— — YOUR SAVINGS START HERE — — 


Mail to: Compact Disc Club 
P.O. Box 91412 « 
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Toscanini; Beethoven, Symphonies Nos, 2 
7 * NBC Symphony Orchestra 
RCA 154202 





Led Zeppelin lil *© Whole Lotta Love, 
The Lemon Song, Ramble On, etc 
Atlantic 103692 


Tina Turner: Break Every Rule * Two Peo- 
ple, Typical Male, Back Where You Started, 
etc. Capitol DIGITAL 113333 


Barry Douglas: Tchaikovsky, Piano Con- 
certo No. 1 ® London Symphony Orchestra 
led by Leonard Slatkin. RCA DIGITAL 164293 


The Cure: Kiss Me Kiss Me Kiss Me 
Why Can't! Be You? Hey You, more 
Elektra 242404 
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send me the three CDs I've indicated below and bill me for just 1¢, plus 


I 
| YES, please accept my membership in the Compact Disc Club and | 
I 


shipping and handling, under the terms outlined in this ad. | need buy as 
| few as two more CDs at regular Club prices during the next two years... 


i without obligation to buy anything further! 


(Shipping & handling added to each shipment.) 


RUSH ME THESE 3 SELECTIONS (indicate By Number): 
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lam most interested in the following type 
of music—but am always free to choose from 
both categories (check one only) 
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Limited to new members; continental U.S.A. only; one membership 
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or reject any application(s). Local taxes, if any, will be added. 


nose. Most of us find the punks with a 
safety pin through their cheek a trifle odd, 
but we accept a woman who pierces her 
ears as natural. 

Circumcision has been practiced since 
prehistory, by the ancient Egyptians, cer- 
tain Central American tribes, both Jews 
and Arabs, Australian aborigines, and 
many African tribes, where it is often part 
of a coming-of-age ceremony, initiating 
boys into manhood. Although recently 
there has been a lot of controversy con- 
cerning the practice, on grounds of 
cleanliness, appearance, and sensitivity, 
one fact seems to emerge: Men who have 
been circumcised—regardless of race 
or religion—think it is the right thing to 
do, and uncircumcised men are against 
it. It is like being born a Republican or a 
Democrat—there is a floating vote, but 
most of the nation is unlikely to change 
their basic ideas. 

Most people are aware that urine, 
sweat, and other malodorous bodily se- 
cretions tend to collect under the fore- 
skin, but they do so in other parts of the 
body, and as most civilized people bathe 
or shower several times a day, it is not 
really very important. | had an uncircum- 
cised boyfriend who would always dis- 
appear into any available bathroom and 
wash under his foreskin if he thought there 
was the slightest possibility of a blowjob 
or indeed any other sexual activity, which 
is a useful tip (about the tip). Too tight a 


foreskin can lead to problems, but they 
can be simply solved by a modified op- 
eration, called a dorsal slit, to increase 
its diameter without cutting it off. 

There are two great advantages to 
having a foreskin that are seldom men- 
tioned. The inside of this seemingly su- 
perfluous cock protector is actually 
equipped with sensitive nerve endings, 
and | have discovered that your average 
uncut male, with his foreskin drawn back, 
is excited down the shaft of his penis 
(which is actually the inside of his fore- 
skin) in a way that is unknown to the cir- 
cumcised. The other advantage Is as an 
adjunct to masturbation. Men who have 
been trimmed have to resort to baby oil 
or Vaseline as a lubricant when jerking 
off, but the silky interior of the foreskin 
acts as a perfect lining between the del- 
icate glans penis and its owner's horny 
hand. This was a major reason for the 
popularity of circumcision in the Victo- 
rian age. It made it harder for boys to 
masturbate, which was then referred to 
as self-abuse, and was thought to cause 
all kinds of psychological ills as well as 
make you blind. 

One extraordinary result of the eman- 
cipation of women is that the young girl 
of today seems totally uncomplexed 
about losing her virginity. It is simply a 
matter of when and with whom. Boys, on 
the other hand, seem to be finding it more 
and more traumatic to get their cherries 


“Hi! This is the Atlantic Ocean. 
I'm out right now, but if you leave your name and number, |'/| 


32 PENTHOUSE 





popped. They philosophize about it. they 
put forward complicated arguments for 
or against, until in many cases it is their 
sole topic of conversation. When they fi- 
nally get laid (if they ever manage lo) they 
don't have anything to talk about any- 
more, | suspect that one of the reasons 
for this is an almost obsessive fear of na- 
kedness. The average American male is 
extremely reluctant to get out of his white 
cotton underpants. Several times in my 
life | have been asked by a father to re- 
lieve his son of his complexes and his 
virginity. My technique on these occa- 
sions is to tell the lucky lad that his time 
has come, and send him off to his or my 
room to prepare himself. Invariably, when 
| arrive, the blushing candidate is waiting 
expectantly ... in his undies. 

Your problem seems to be a massive 
insecurity complex. You are constantly 
apologizing, saying, “I don't deserve a 
reply.” Why not? You include a whole 
paragraph on how small you were when 
you were born. We were all small as ba- 
bies—maybe not as small as you, but 
what has that to do with the price of cook- 
les? It's now we're talking about. Many 
perfectly normal men have a complex 
about the size of their cock, and | sus- 
pect that you are one of them. 

Practice being nude in the privacy of 
your room. Try masturbating in front of 
the mirror (if you don't have one big 
enough, buy one). Remember that in Eu- 
rope there are probably 100 million un- 
circumcised men, and billions more in the 
rest of the world; so stop apologizing, get 
out there, and make some woman happy. 


HANDY MAN 

| have read about many fetishes in your 
column, but never the one that! am about 
to tell you. The part of a woman's body 
that | love the mostis her hands, | believe 
that a woman's hands should be soft and 
pretty, and are a very useful tool in the 
art of lovemaking. Every time | see a girl, 
! look at her hands. Even if she is beau- 
tiful, if her hands are ugly | will not pursue 
her. A lot of pretty girls do not take care 
of their hands, 

Xaviera, is this normal? Like | said, ! 
have never read about this belore. Do 
you believe that a woman's hands are Just 
as important as the rest of her? Do you 
have pretty hands?—S. L. 


| don't think you can have a fetish for 
hands any more than you can have a fe- 
tish for breasts or mouths or vaginas. A 
feminist girlfriend of mine once accused 
me of having a penis fetish. Nonsense. | 
love cocks—long or short, pale or dark, 
circumcised or not—and that is perfectly 
natural and normal, whether | take them 
in my pussy or in my mouth. 

A fetish is a fixation not so much on the 
physical attributes of the opposite sex, 
but on an object that may be an exten- 
sion of the sexual personality, like your 
girlfriend's bra or underpants, a silk scarf, 
or even shoes. 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 149 








If you don't own the car of your dreams, 
at least get the Panasonic stereo 
that would be init. 





This new Panasonic car stereo is really loaded. Tal la(cicclalerowr-lple male) c{omeloe=1| Ye] mal=r-l mow ialeicre||0)( 
Introducing our dream car AM/FM cassette sound wherever the road may lead you. 
(0) Fe\V(] gee (A= OL Ole mt oO This dream stereo also has an auto-reverse tape 


It'S engineered with a Hypertuner for spectacular | system with Dolby B' noise reduction. Tape program 
FM reception. Its built with electronic tuning—the most search. Metal tape capability. And more. And all for a 
precise you can own—with 5 AM and 10 FM presets. price” you never dreamed possible. 
And its all driven by 20 watts of power per channel. The new Panasonic CQ-E380. It won't turn your 
The adaptive FM system with FM optimizer (FMO) car into a high-performance, dream machine. But it 
helps tune in weak radio signals and helps eliminate —__willmake itsound like one. And that a dream come true. 


om 
*Prices vary from dealer to dealer. Panasonic 
' Dolby is a trademark of Dolby Laboratories. ny 
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CONGRESSIONAL TALK SHOW 


BY EMILY PRAGER 


tra hearings is that if Congress is going to become a 
talk-show host, it’s got to behave like one. It must never 
appear on TV again without a director in the control room who's 
in its camp and cameramen in the caucus room who have shot 
the N.EL. In this day and age, to believe that if you turn on the 
cameras the truth will out is insanely naive. Like having unsafe 
sex with a stranger because he swears he's AIDS -free. 
Congress began well with Richard Secord. But any talk- 
show host will tell you that a well-prepared guest who's prop- 
erly respectful is easy enough. It’s the demagogues you've 
got to watch out for, the fanatics with TVQ (network lingo ‘for 
audience appeal), those guests who will try to seize the spot 
and turn it fo their own advantage. An experienced host knows 
how to cut the demagogue off at the knees and do it smiling. 


4 he most important thing we learned from the Iran-con- 


‘If Johnny Carson had been interviewing Oliver North, it would 


have been a different show. 

But Congress did not plan for TV. It broke several cardinal 
TV rules and played right into the savvy media hands of Bren- 
dan Sullivan, North's lawyer. 

Rule No. 1: Even if you are furious, do not let your expression, 
or your tone of voice, show an- 
ger. When the hearings began, 
Oliver North was a villain. He 
came in unknown, surrounded 
by suspicion, defiant. Showing 
anger on television weakens 
you. The first duel between John 
Nields and North, on: the morn- 
ing session of the first day of 
testimony, was, If you look at it, 
vastly different from the rest of 
North's appearance. North is 
flippant, angry, and sarcastic. 
After lunch and an obvious con- 
sultation with media master Sul- 
livan, all anger was gone from | 
his face, replaced by vulnera- | 
bility, or no expression at all. His 
tone of voice became mono- 
tonic or pitchman sincere. 
Nields, without benefit of media 
savvy, remained angry, and by 


on all the networks for bullying. 
Throughout the rest of the hear- 





ings, Sullivan expressed the anger for North. Though he looked 
weasely doing It, it didn't matter. He was not in close-up; North 
was. 

Rule No. 2: A star only takes so much abuse. Every time 
Sullivan screamed at Conaress, they looked shocked, struck 
dumb, and seething with anger. If one congressman had risen 
at any point and said with quiet dignity, “We will no longer be 
spoken to in this tone of voice,” and left the podium in disgust, 
the entire power dynamic would have shifted. 

Rule No. 3: Taking too much shit on TV implies guilt. 

Rule No. 4: Close-ups are power. TV stars negotiate the 
number of close-ups they will get in their contracts. Oliver 
North was in close-up for almost 40 hours. If it wasn’t him, it 
was his medals, or his telegrams. Under these circumstances, 
for Congress to allow him to make long, self-righteous, anti- 
Congress speeches was suicidal. A quick call to Donahue 
would have provided tips: Get the camera off him. Survey the 
Caucus room, focus on the reaction of each congressman. 
Rule No. 5: Camera time implies legitimacy. 

Rule No. 6: A host divided cannot stand. Itis said that Bryant 
Gumbel and Jang Pauley despise each other. But you will 

5 never see this on TV. That the 
congressional hosts came to 
the show. dissenting among 
themselves. portended TV 
‘death. Congressmen Henry 

Hyde and Bill McCollum did as 

much damage as Sullivan. By | 

attacking their own House 
counsels, they left the home au- 
dience confused and with no 
choice but to side with North, 
whose position was at least 
clear. In the Watergate hear- 

ings, Congress appeared as a 

group of strong, energetic, 

powerful individuals united in 
. their outrage at deceit. In the 

Contragate hearings, despite 
the strength of senators Inouye, 
Rudman, and Mitchell, and con- 
gressmen Brooks and Hamil- 
ton, Congress never united. It 
shivered with inner strife and lost 
the ratings to the man who tried 
to destroy it. 


35 





¢ Walt Disney Productions 


LOONY BIN 


BY JACKIE D’AMICO 


+ 


¢ Overweight, loudmouthed, 


radical feminist Andrea 
Dworkin has been on the 
warpath for years against 
Penthouse and anything else 
she doesn't like. But when 

it comes to trying to make a 
buck, apparently her philoso- 
phy is, “If you can't beat 

‘em, join ‘em.” In advertise- 
ments hawking her pathetic 
attempt at writing a novel, 
Dworkin’s publisher promi- 
nently displayed a quote 
from Penthouse describing 
her book as “titillating.” They 
conveniently omitted our 


comment that “the themes in | 


the novel are repetitious 
and the writing is boring.” 

¢ Ophthalmologists are 
warning Catholics that 
“seeing the light"—an intense 
religious experience for the 
faithful—can cause perma- 
nent damage to the eyes. 
Recently, a handful of Louisi- 
anians made a pilgrimage 
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new Sentras and trucks, | will 
be called home.” And in 
Boston, Northeastern Mort- 
gage Corp. was the first 
advertiser to pick up on the 
Jim Bakker sex scandal. 

In a radio commercial, a 
woman calling herself Fannie 
Mae Shaker speaks in a 
heavy southern drawl: warn- 
ing.of “wayward disciples 


~~ | preaching the pleasures of— 


to Medjugorje, Yugoslavia, 
where the Virgin Mary is said 
to have appeared. While 
there, they witnessed the 
“dancing of the sun,” a phe- 
nomenon in which the sun 
appears to move around and 
change colors. Joyce Pre- 
jean, a home-health-care 


director at Opelousas General 


Hospital, claims that she 
was one of the individuals 
who made the pilgrimage— 
and suffered no damage 


or ill effects. Maybe this stunt 


can only be performed by 
professional believers— 


amateurs are suggested not Nya 


to try it at home. 
¢ Evangelical scandals are 
proving to be a boon to 


Madison Avenue. At least two 


TV commercials are parody- 


ing Oral Roberts's begging for 


$4.5 million to stop God 

from “calling him home.” In 
one. of them, for Nissan-cars, 
a salesman’s voice is heard 
over organ music: “Friends! | 
have received a message! 
Unless your New England 
Nissan dealers sell all their 


" dare | say it—convertibles.” 


e The National Coalition 
on Television Violence, an as- 
sorted group of nuts who 
would censor everything from 
“war toys” to rock videos, 
rates movies to warn parents 
away from films that “teach 
violence.” Two on their hit list 
earlier this year were the 
Disney classic Lady and the 
Tramp (‘Violence includes 
biting, fighting, chasing, and 
shooting’) and Maurice 
Sendak’s adaptation of 
Tchaikovsky's ballet The 
Nutcracker (“Violence in- 
cludes a battle between sol- 









diers and mice using swords, 
bayonets, and cannons’). 
We're glad these guys—one 
of whom lists himself as the 
founder of a group called 
Bothered About Dungeons 
and Dragons—are watching 





out for our kids. We can't wait 
to see what they have to 

say about the violence and 
sexual innuendo in Disney's 
rerelease of Snow White 

and the Seven Dwarfs. 

° Talk about selling sex. 
Recently, an advertisement 
appeared in Eternity Maga- 
zine. The ad portrayed a young 
woman lifting weights, along 
with the slogan “She Wants It 
All.” The text claimed that 
today’s young professionals 
should not only seek success 
in the mind and body, but 
also of the soul. Reverend 
Lewis Ruff, who ran the ad, 
felt it was a good idea to 
bring the gospel to yuppies. 
Little did he know that his 
flirt with Madison Avenue 
would backfire, and now the 
members of his congregation 
(and other churches) are 
attacking the ad, calling it 
“sinful” and “suggestive.” On 
the other hand, Rev. Ed 


-Urban of Washington. D.C., 


didn't find it offensive at 

all, saying, “I’ve seen better- 
looking women in the Sears 
and Roebuck catalog.” 
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SEX NEWS 


BY PATRICE BALDWIN. 


® It’s time for the Caterpillar, 
Inc,, tractor plant in Daven- 
port, lowa, to make a clean 
breast of it. A well-endowed 
parts checker was fired 
recently due to the distraction 
her mammoth mammaries 
caused male coworkers. The 
case was settled secretly 
out of court. 

¢ Close to one-fourth of 
America’s working wives earn 
more than their husbands, 
and the men aren't happy 
about it. “It's a fact that the 
higher the woman's earnings, 
the higher the chance of 
divorce,” said David E. Bloom, 
an economist at Harvard. 
“We don’t know exactly why.” 

* Men are more likely than 
women to be the first to say-"] 
love you,” says Texas A&M 
researcher William Owen. But, 
ladies, don't take his words 
to heart. Owen reckons 
that men may utter those 
three little words because 
they have difficulty distin- - 
guishing love from other 
emotions. 

¢ That old adage “Love is 
blind” has turned out to be a 
truism after all. You can 
literally be blinded by the light 
of your life! Gary Gelber 
and Howard Schatz of the 
University of California, San 
Francisco, Schoo! of Medicine 
have been documenting 
incidences of stress-induced 
blindness. Among their case 
histories are a woman who 
lost the vision in her right eye 
upon catching her husband in 
bed with another woman, 
and a 32-year-old man who 
went blind shortly after his 
girlfriend announced her 
intention “to become 4 
whore.” 


| SPORTS 


BY PETER SIKOWITZ 


lt sounds like the stuff of 
Ralph Kramden’'s worst night- 
mare: After a hard day be-~ 
hind the wheel of his bus, 
Ralph trudges down to the 
local alley for a few games 
and beers with the boys. But 
when he arrives, he can't 
get a lane—the place is 
overrun by young strangers 
in white collars. Half of them 
are women. And they're all 
in shape! 

But it’s no dream. 





Call it a quest for normalcy. 
At around $1.50 per game 
(plus six bits for shoes), call 
it cheaper than psychoanaly- 
sis. Whatever you want to 
call it, bowling is big. This 
year, 70 million participants 
will enjoy America’s No. 1 
competitive sport at nearly 
9,000 alleys across the coun- 
try. 

“If you were to look at it 
from 1955, you would see an 
upward trend,” says Joe 
Schoenberg, vice president 
of marketing for the Washing- 
ton, D.C.-based National 


Bowling Council. “| think the 
attraction of the sport has 
gotten through to some new 
people who are bowling 

like they've just discovered it, 


‘like they never knew it ex- 


isted before.” - 

New people is right. Statis- 
tically speaking, if you think 
you're going to share a ball 
return with Ralph or Ed 
Norton, think again. Accord- 
ing to a study of adult Ameri- 
can bowlers conducted by 
Market Facts, Inc., and the 
U.S. Department of Com- 
merce, Bureau of the Census, 

49 percent attended 
», college, compared to 
~} 32 percent nation- 
7 ally; 52 percent 


are from households earning 
more than $25,000 annually, 
compared to 41 percent of 
the general population; and 
30 percent are from profes- 
sional-managerial ranks, 
versus ‘22 percent nationally. 
They're younger too—the 
average bowler is 33.3 years 
old, 6.6 years younger than 
the average American adult. 
That's not all that’s 
changed. The grimy, cigar- 
smoke-filled alleys of yester- - 
year are following tail fins 
down the road to extinction. 
Coast to coast, from Little 





Tokyo Bowl in Los Angeles— 
featuring automatic comput- 
erized score keeping, a Day- 
Glo color scheme, and a 
lounge that serves Oriental 
and American food—to Long 
Island's East Meadow Bowl— 
renovated at a cost of $1.2 
million, complete with state- 
of-the-art computerized score 
keeping (the overhead moni- 
tors can also project videos, 


MTV, or Monday Night Foot- 


ball) and a nursery that 
can handle up to 50 kids— 
centers are being made 
more attractive to their new 





clientele. 

_To go all the way with its 
image change, the council 
signed Mary Lou Retton, the 
perpetually perky ex-Olym- 
pian, as a spokesperson. And 
speaking of the Olympics, 
bowling will debut as an 
exhibition sport at the 1988 
summer games in Seoul, 
South Korea, with hopes for 
medal-producing status 
in 1992. : 

But not all the changes 
add up to a perfect strike. 
Centers in cities. including 
Chicago, Detroit, and New 
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York, where Dutch settlers 
introduced the game to 
America in the 1600s, are 
being forced to the suburbs 
or out of business because of 
the increasing value of real 
astate or changing neighbor- 
hoods. lronically, although 
bowling is booming in Man- 
hattan, only four centers 
remain, and the number will 
drop as leases are lost and 
developers take over. 
Regardless, following our 


flirtations with tennis, jog- 


ging, and aerobics, bowling 
is\back. And why not? It's 


‘been.a crowd pleaser for a 


long time, as Fred Flintstone, 
the ancient Egyptians, Martin 
Luther, Henry VII, Richard 
Nixon, and Bruce Spring- 
steen—practitioners al!— 
would testify. As Mark Miller, 
a spokesman for the Ameri- 
can Bowling Congress, 
succinctly puts it, “There will 
always be bowling.” And 
perhaps we should just be 
grateful for that. 


FILA 


BY TRUD} MILLER 

Can a hardened criminal be 
rehabilitated through the 
creativity of theater? Rick 
Cluchey thinks so, and he 
should know: At the age 

of 22, he was sentenced to 
life imprisonment without 
parole for robbery and kid- 
napping. While in jail, he 
became involved in acting 
through the San Quentin 


_Drama Workshop, a theater 


program for prisoners. 
Cluchey became immersed 
in the art and wrote a play 
about prison life, The Cage, 
which eventually won him 
his freedom: He performed 
the play with the workshop, 
and it received a rave review 
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from Barbara Bladen, theater 
critic for The San Mateo — 
Times, who began to lobby 
for his release. The play 

was performed for the public 


by the San Francisco Actors 


Workshop. The favorable 
publicity brought Cluchey to 
the attention of then Califor- 
nia governor Pat Brown. 
Brown commuted Cluchey’s 
sentence from “life imprison- 
ment without possibility of 
parole” to “life imprisonment.” 
This allowed Cluchey to 
appear before the parole 
board, and he was released 
a year later 

“It was a time of redemption 
forme.’ says Cluchey. “| 
was reborn, recalled, back 
from the dead.” 
. After his-release, Cluchey 
helped to establish acting 
troupes in major prisons, 
including Con-Artistes, based 
in Stateville Prison in Illinois, 
and The Family, based in 
New York. He performed The 
Cage off-Broadway, and 





toured around the U.S: and 
around the world to critical 
acclaim—with a cast made 
up entirely of ex-convicts. 
And in true Hollywood 
happy-ending style, Cluchey 
and Bladen. married. (They 


later divorced, however.) 

The dramatic possibilities 
of Cluchey's experience were 
too good to pass up. His 
story has now been made into 
a movie, Weeds, starring 
Nick Nolte and scheduled for 
release this fall. The film, 
directed by John Hancock 
(Bang the Drum Slowly) and 
to be distributed by De 
Laurentiis Entertainment 
Group, is a powerful argu- 
ment for rehabilitation of 
prisoners, and supports 
Cluchey’s belief that acting 
can play a vital role by giving 
prisoners (the “weeds’ of 
society) a positive outlet for 
their energies and improving 
their self-image. : 

The makers of Weeds have 
practiced what they preach. 
One of Nolte’s costars, J. J. 
Johnson, ts himself an ex- 
convict who got involved in. 
theater while in prison. Many 
of the extras are actual pris- 
oners who belong to Con- 
Artistes. “This film is going to 
make a very strong social 
comment,” says Cluchey. 








“Prisons are a main topic of 
conversation and controversy 
in the country, as is law and 
order. What is so often over- 


‘looked is the subject of 


rehabilitation—that prisoners 
can also contribute some- 
thing to society, given half a 
chance.” Cluchey is living 
proof of that. He has acted in 
three Samuel Beckett plays, 
land will reprise his roles 

in the film versions; he is writ- 
ing a screenplay; and he is 
writing his autobiography 

for Paragon Publishing. 

_ Cluchey has come a long 
way from the Chicago work- 
ing-class boy who left school 
at age 16 and faced a life 

of imprisonment at 22. Now 
54, he is philosophical about 
his success. “You grow if 
you're given a chance to 
grow,’ Cluchey told Pent- 
house. “Theater is a stepping- 
stone—it opens a door to a 
larger world. It embodies 
everything we talk about in 
our daily lives. What is a 
playwright, but a novelist of 
the living stage?” Oty - 
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ARTICLE 


Will banning “dirty 
pictures’ help women? This 
feminist says no. 





BY MARCIA PALLY 


or the last several 
years I've been hearing fundamentalists, 
feminists, and federal commissions say 
tarclatelcmut-lel-Pélel-m-lalem-l mem mdse m-16— 
responsible for rape, battery, and the sex- 
ual abuse of children. Getting rid of por- 
nography, they declare, will get rid of the 
awful rest. All that breast-beating at the 
Meese Commission, all that sincere con- 
cern about porn and sex crimes when 
Southland dropped Penthouse, Playboy, 
and Forum magazines from their stock. 
All that dramatic pleading by leading anti- 
porn feminists Andrea Dworkin and Cath- 
arine MacKinnon—it’s enough to make 
one ask if they re right. Will banning “dirty 
pictures reduce violence against women 
and children? 

As libraries remove The Catcher in the 
Rye and A Clockwork Orange from their 
shelves, it’s worth asking the question. As 
they drop dictionaries from their acquisi- 
tion lists (four were zapped in Texas for 
carrying obscene words), as the films A 
Passage to India and Victor/Victoria are 
ruled obscene in North Carolina and 
paintings are removed from art galleries 
in that state, it’s worth finding out. As “porn 
rock” faces attack from Tipper Gore's 
Parents Music Resource Center and the 
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Dead Kennedys band faces prosecution 
for obscenity, as retail chains delist Roll- 
ing Stone and Star Hits from their stock 
and the FC.C. adopts new, vague, case- 
by-case guidelines for determining “de- 
cency’ on the air, it’s worth asking if we'll 
achieve anything by banning porn. Will 
it reduce sexism or violence? 

In my efforts to weigh all the evidence, 
| have read the antiporn tracts by pro- 
decency organizations. | have read his- 
tories of pornography and every feminist 
book on the subject, including the com- 
plete works of Ms. Dworkin and Ms. 
MacKinnon (a Kafkaesque experience). 
| have read the 1,960-page Meese Com- 
mission report. And | have looked at vol- 
umes upon reels upon stacks of porn. As 
a result, | have the sickening feeling that 
getting rid of pornography will not do a 
damn thing, except bolster a repressive 
climate and roll back women’s rights—in 
the name of protecting us from smut. 

Remarkably enough, antiporners all 
make a similar argument, be they fun- 
damentalists, feminists, or federal com- 
missioners. Pornography, they claim, is a 
recipe. It objectifies women at best, mu- 
tilates them at worst, and men who look 
at the stuff follow its directions. It's a sim- 
ple idea, easy to grasp, easy to sell. Some 
religious antiporners thump about sin or 
“decent living,” which, by their definition, 


makes no room for the radical feminists 
in the antiporn camp (but what are 
strange bedfellows when you're right 
about filth?). In the main, however, most 
antiporners harp on harm. Porn causes 
it; banning porn will stop it. 

But will it? The $8 billion porn industry 
that feminists and fundamentalists are so 
fond of decrying took off only after World 
War ||. Before the twentieth century, few 
people got any taste of porn whatsoever, 
for the good reason that most porn was 
written and most people couldn't read. In 
short, the Marquis de Sade was strictly 
for the salacious rich. 

Yet rape, battery, and incest have been 
flourishing for thousands of years, and no 
one needed porn to show people how to 
do it. Apparently men did quite well 
bashing women and children about with- 
out the help of recipes—and they con- 
tinue to do so. If we look at countries 
where no porn is permitted, like Saudi 
Arabia and Iran, we dont exactly see 
countries with strong women's rights rec- 
ords. So perhaps the connection be- 
tween porn and harm isn't what the an- 
tiporners say it is. Perhaps porn isn't 
responsible for rape or the sexual abuse 
of children. 

For the record, the major researchers 
in this area don't think it is. When the 
Meese Commission hung its hat on the 


"! just don't understand it! Even now, | still look good on paper!” 
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harm theory, two of the women on the 
commission, Ellen Levine (editor of Wom- 
an’'s Day) and Dr. Judith Becker (director 
of the Sexual Behavior Clinic at the New 
York State Psychiatric Institute), issued a 
dissenting report. They said, “No self-re- 
specting investigator would accept the 
conclusions based on such a study." Ed- 
ward Donnerstein, one of the psycholo- 
gists most cited by the commission, 
called its conclusions “bizarre.” 

Donnerstein, along with researchers 
Neil Malamuth and Daniel Linz, keep in- 
sisting that violent images may affect the 
attitudes of research subjects under 
carefully controlled lab conditions. But not 
sexual images. And last year the Institute 
of Criminal Justice in Copenhagen re- 
ported that in European countries where 
restrictions on porn were lifted, inci- 
dence of rape over the past ten to 20 
years declined or remained constant. In 
a 1987 American Psychologist article, 
Donnerstein writes, “We should be con- 
cerned about the detrimental effects of 
exposure to violent images both in por- 
nography and e/sewhere.... To single 
out pornography for more stringent legal 
action is inappropriate—based on the 
empirical research.... If the commis- 
sioners were looking for ways to curb the 
most nefarious media threat to the pub- 
lic, they missed it.” 

ll say they missed it. Burying their 
noses in porn’s belly, they missed the real 
reasons behind misogyny and rape. They 
overlooked, for instance, the economic 
discrimination against women, who still 
earn an average of 60 cents on the male 
dollar. Men consider women burdens, 
pains in the ass, and restraints on their 
freedom. And grown men don't like apron 
strings. The commission also overlooked 
the infantilization of women that allows, in 
fact encourages, men to regard us with 
contempt. Boys don't learn misogyny from 
pictures of naked ladies, they learn it 
hearing their fathers tell their mothers, “Aw, 
shut up.” 

Perhaps most important, the Meese 
Commission—and much of the Supreme 
Court's writings on obscenity, as well— 
failed to understand what pornography 
is. SO eager were they to accept the rec- 
ipe idea that they missed the fact that 
porn Is fantasy. It is closer to horror films, 
science fiction, and dreams than to in- 
struction manuals or cookbooks. It is 
schematic, exaggerated, repetitive, ritu- 
alistic, and like other forms of fantasy, it 
is where we act out fear and desire—our 
most basic emotions. 

When we float into our fantasies—those 
we make up or those we give ourselves 
to read or screen—we take ourselves 
through scenarios too intense or fright- 
ening to explore in the real world. We face 
some Big Bad Thing (the Blob, failure, 
Darth Vader, the boss) that threatens to 
wipe us out. We struggle against it, and 
we win. And we get what we want most: 
safety, recognition, and pleasure. In the 
comfort of our seats, we flirt with our fears 
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and come out the victor. After scaring the 
pants off ourselves, we come out alive 
and rewarded at the final frame. 

These imaginary encounters of ours are 
absolutely necessary to sanity and sur- 
vival. No person and no society has lived 
without them. They get us through the 
doubts and terrors of life. We put them in 
our myths and movies, in paintings on 
Cave walls, in our dreams and wet 
dreams. Pornography is no different from 
other fantasies. Through it, we act out our 
fears and desires, but in porn both the 
things that frighten us and the things we 
crave are women—or more specifically 
Mom, where we learned it all first. 

After all, Mom cuddles and suckles us, 
and gives us pleasure we'll never get 
again. But at that early time in our lives, 
were also completely out of control and 
dependent on her. Inevitably she disap- 
points us. She can't be there every in- 
stant that we need her, which horrifies 
and angers us because we live or die by 
her attention. We are terrified of being 
abandoned by Mom and enraged at our 
dependence on her, but we want her more 
than anything. She is our biggest threat 
and our greatest reward. We want to bat- 
tle her, best her, and win .. . her. 

Like it or not, we are saddled with this 
baggage for the rest of our lives, and 
nothing triggers our conflicts about Mom 
more than sex. We are at our most infan- 
tile in sex. We are suddenly out of control 
and dependent on someone else for 
pleasure we urgently want. For a mo- 
ment, a lover has Mom's power to thrill 
us or to leave us hanging. Inevitably, we 
act out our babyish expectations for 
Mom's attention and our rage that she's 
not always there on all the rest of the 
women in our lives. 

In a world where mothers do most of 
the child care, we are all ambivalent about 
women. But there is an edge of rage men 
feel toward women that women don't feel 
because, when you get down to it, women 
are “us.” Add to this “boy training,” which 
makes aggression a daily project of mas- 
culinity and which says it’s not only ac- 
ceptable for men to express their frustra- 
tions through violent outbursts but that 
it's manly to do so. While we may all have 
conflicts about women, men feel free to 
say so with force. 

This is what shows up in pornogra- 
phy—desires and rage that we act out 
over and over, just as we do in dreams 
and thrillers, fairy tales, and movies like 
Invasion of the Body Snatchers. We act 
out in porn for the same reason we act 
out in other sorts of fantasies: to confront 
trouble and emerge intact at the end. 
Sometimes just looking at female bodies 
is enough to prompt a set of reveries 
about women. You want to grab that body, 
have it, touch it, suck it, taste it, and be 
overwhelmed by the pleasure it gives. But 
you're also afraid it won't be there. And 
you're angry at the threat and frustration 
its absence poses. So you want to grab 
it, have it, suck it (hit it, own it, tie it up), 
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and be overwhelmed by it all the more. 
Sometimes porn plays these stories out 
explicitly. 

In any case, pornography can only dis- 
play, exaggerate, or distill the psycho- 
sexual schemes already in-our minds. 
Porn didn't put them there, and banning 
porn won't erase them. The industry is 
much more reactive than creative, as any 
historical overlook will demonstrate. Just 
take a look at nineteenth-century porn, 
with all its defloration fantasies—not sur- 
prising in a society obsessed with the 
maidenhead of its brides. As virginity be- 
comes less important, so does deflow- 
ering a virgin. No longer prohibited, it's 
no longer an achievement. It's no longer 
a fight to battle, best, and win, and de- 
floration fantasies dwindle to the fetishes 
of a few. 

Pornography, like science fiction, high 
art, and advertising, will tell you some- 
thing about the society that produced it. 
But it is not primarily responsible for the 
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way society is set up. Men may love and 
rage at women—and lash out against us 
on account of it—but they don't do so 
because of porn. They do so because of 
the lives we lead, starting from the day 
we're born. If we want to change the way 
we feel about women, we have to change 
the way we live, not waste our time on 
infantile pictures—which is all that porn 
really is. 

Banning porn will not change the way 
we live. If we get rid of porn, we'll still be 
left with ambivalence about women and 
the violence that comes from it. All we will 
have done is establish dangerous prece- 
dents for stifling the images that most 
frighten us. And we'll have played into the 
hands of an antifeminist right wing. Wom- 
en's rights have progressed in this coun- 
try because women were able to say and 
print things that many people believe are 
not only dangerous but as morally de- 
generate as pornography. Women should 
know most of all the value of being able 
to say and show things that some people, 
even most people, find uncomfortable, 
disgusting, and not fit for public display. 

If we were really serious about stop- 
ping rape and battery, feminists and fed- 


eral commissions would do well to look 
at the political and economic systems that 
keep women poor and powerless. If we 
were serious about addressing the psy- 
chological fuel behind men's love-rage 
relationship with women, we'd take a look 
at the way we raise our kids. We'd have 
Dad holding and cradling baby a full half 
of the time, cooing and feeding and 
changing the diapers. Let Dad be half 
the source of baby's pleasure and com- 
fort, and take half the rap for not being 
there all the time. 

With those arrangements, we'd still 
have fantasies and pornography where 
we played out fears and desires, but those 
fears and desires might fall less on the 
female figure. The pornographic pictures 
and stories we'd invent might actually be 
less sexist. 

There are a few antiporn arguments 
made especially by women that are worth 
addressing at this point. Some women 
say that porn is not fantasy, but that their 
husbands or boyfriends follow it the way 
they follow auto-repair manuals. They say 
their men get ideas from porn and force 
them to do what the photos depict. 

I'd like to suggest that the problem is 
not the pictures or the positions and cos- 
tumes in them, but the force—economic, 
psychological, and physical. It's not what 
a woman does, but whether she does it 
because she likes it or because she's 
afraid to say no. Women’s problems in the 
home do not begin with porn. Their prob- 
lems begin with powerlessness. If we 
want to deal with domestic coercion—be 
it in sex or over who brings whom the 
beer—we have to deal with the reasons 
men have so much power and women so 
little. Why are some women still afraid to 
say “no”? Or better, "No, you get it"? 

A second antiporn argument comes 
from the rapists and wife batterers who 
tell their court-appointed social workers 
that they learned their stuff from porn. It’s 
a clever ploy. Just look at who gets off 
the hook. First it was the devil that made 
them do it, and now it's Miss Jones. If we 
listen to the Reverend Jimmy Bakker, it’s 
both. But take a look at what's happening 
here. We are back to blaming women 
again. Men used to get away with rape 
and assault with the “tight sweater” ex- 
cuse. A skirt too short, a neckline too low, 
made rape the woman's fault. According 
to antiporn logic, it is still the woman's 
fault—if not the woman in the sweater, 
then the woman in the magazine. If not 
the woman in the room, then the woman 
on the wall. Why are we so loathe to make 
grown men responsible for what they do? 

Lastly, what about the claim that men 
rape because they learned—from porn— 
that it's okay or that women like it? There 
is something terribly wrong here. Fem- 
inists spent a decade making it perfectly 
clear that rape is not delicious sex but 
devastating violence. But | suspect it was 
always clear to the rapist facing his ter- 
rified victim that she didn't “want it.” Men 
rape because it hurts and they do it to 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 64 
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THE JERRY 
FALWELL 
MEMORIAL 
FILE 


Feces ahs distributed 
by a Christian singles 
organization located in 
Minneapolis includes these 
questions: 

* State the last date on 
which you consciously mas- 
turbated. 

* Should paintings and 
photos of nude men in mu- 
seums be restricted to view- 
ing by men only, and paint- 
ings and photos of nude 
females restricted to viewing 
by females only? 

¢ Should women wear 
lipstick? 





utch beekeepers pro- 

tested a government tele- 
vision ad about AIDS that 
portrayed bees as sexually 
promiscuous. 
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SMALL 
MERCIES 
DEPT. 


At a funeral service for an 
11-year-old boy mauled 

to death by polar bears ata 
Brooklyn zoo. a Catholic 
priest. intending to comfort 
the family. said that God had 
allowed the boy to die “to 
save him from Satan.” 


SIC 
TRANSIT 


Following public protests, a 
San Francisco ice-cream 
company withdrew television 
commercials showing con- 
victed Watergate conspirator 
John Ehrlichman eating the 
product and saying. “Even if 
you didnt believe me last 
time, you better try this stuff. 
It's unbelievable!” 


CU 


ad 





DIVERSIONS 


SRS Pp 






DOG DAY our OF 
AFTERNOON Li; FRYING 





A gang of thieves in Pontoise. 
France. decided to rob a 
bank by lifting out its auto- 
matic-teller machine. After 
smashing through a wall with 
a stolen earthmover. the 
thieves scooped up the ma- 
chine. began lumbering 
away—and immediately side- 
swiped a police car. 


MODERN 
LIFE 


county council in England 
has banned all depictions 
of trains, teddy bears, and 
toadstools in local classrooms 
on the grounds that such ° 
things are “too European 
and middle-class for 
multiracial Britain.” _ 





The New York State Sheriff's 
Association recently recom- 
mended that the ongoing 
problem of jail overcrowding 
be eased by the reinstitution 
of stocks and pillories as 
Suitable punishments for cer- 
tain minor crimes. 










llinois Governor James 

R. Thompson vetoed a 
proposal for an official 
State song advocating 
increased use of con- 
doms. Titled “The 
Condom Rag,’ it in- 
cluded this refrain: ¥) 
“See, it's easy and fun | 
and it ain't a drag. | = . 
Groovin’ and doin’ the 
condom rag. > 
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! COITUS INTERRUPTUS 


A Narragansett, Rhode Island, 
wedding reception exploded 
into chaos when the groom 
smacked the bride in the 
face after she danced with 





one of the guests. She then 
filed an assault charge 
against her new husband, 
who wound up spending the 
night in jail. 





LIFE AT 
THE TOP 


hamburger at the exclu- 
sive “21” Club in Manhat- 
tan now costs $22.75. 








anadian Prime Minister 

Brian Mulroney used 
$234,080 in political-party 
funds to renovate his official 
residence in Ottowa, includ- 
ing a new closet large 
enough for 30 suits and 84 
pairs of shoes. 
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THE 
AMERICAN 
DREAM 


Former Pittsburgh Pirates 
second baseman Bill Mazer- 
oski ran third in a field of 

five in an election for county 
commissioner in Pennsylva- 
nia. Asked how he stood 

on the issues, Mazeroski re- 
plied, “| was never involved 
with that. | didn't have time to 
study them.” 
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AT WORK 


Vermont woman who 
underwent surgery wrote 
to the local Medicare office, 
requesting information about 
hospital billing. She received 
106 reply form letters, each 
one offering a different ex- 
planation. 





ecretary of the Interior 
Donald Hodel, urging that 
the U.S. not sign an interna- 


DOES 

GARY HART 
KNOW 
ABOUT 


THIS? 


The shoes of the two Miami 
Herald reporters who followed 
Donna Rice to the Washing- 
ton home of Gary Hart were 
auctioned off to raise funds 
for the University of Missouri 
School of Journalism. 


STILL 
WATERS 


A Hollywood, California, 
accountant was found to have 
spent nearly $37,000 making 
telephone calls to sex 
recordings. 











tional treaty banning chloro- 
fluorocarbons, which deplete 
the earth's ozone layer, rec- 
ommended that Americans 
instead wear large hats 

and sunglasses to protect 
themselves against the sun. 


he Internal Revenue Ser- 
vice announced that it 
iS giving “sensitivity training” 
to 7,000 of its agents. 


BAD 
KARMA 


a 


ctor Jack Lemmon re- 
vealed that during a re- 





cent luncheon visit at the 





White House, President Rea- 
gan spent three hours telling 
Hollywood anecdotes and 
gossip while aides paced the 
hall outside the dining room, 
desperately trying to get 

the President's attention fo- 
cused on such matters as 
Iran. 


eesy of Cincinnati 
researchers conducted a 
public-opinion poll in which 
people were asked about the 
Monetary Control Act and 
the 1975 Public Affairs Act. 
According to the poll, nearly 
half of those interviewed 
had strong opinions on both 
laws. However, the laws 
were entirely fictitious. 








OUR 
NATION’S 
COURTS 
AT WORK 


The California Supreme Court 
overturned a lower court's 
first-aegree murder conviction 
against an accused man, 
ruling that his “intent” to kill 
his victim was not clear. The 
case involved a man who 
killed a woman by stabbing 
her, hacking off her hands, 
andcutting off herhead. The 
victim, according to the 
court's ruling, “might have’ 
been killed accidentally.” 















UOTE OF 
HE MONTH 


“| had a girlfriend, but | got 
that piano off my back.” 
—Actor Charlie Sheen 


PREMENSTRUAL STRESS 


The woman smashed the 
sculpture apart with a hatchet 
on the grounds that it was 
“sexually offensive.” 


REEFER 
MADNESS 


Former cocaine users in 
California are now snorting 
vitamin B,., claiming that 

it gives them the same energy 
lift as cocaine without the © 
addiction. Theusers snort the 
vitamin because it gets into 
the bloodstream faster. 


A PLACE IN 
THE SUN 


“Good Morning America’ 
cohost Joan Lunden on her 
fellow host, Charles Gibson: 
“He is very, very bright. 

You are talking heavy-duty 
smart here. This is a guy who 
sits with me in the makeup 
room and he knows every 
answer on Jeopardy,’ no 
matter how trivial.” 
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A former nun in Milwaukee 
was charged with destroying 
a snow sculpture wearing 

a bikini on a neighbor's lawn. 


BRASS 
BALLS 
AWARD 


After robbing a Champaign, 
Illinois, bank of $5,000 at 
gunpoint, the robber 
returned two days later to 
inquire about opening a 
Savings account. 
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IN 
FLAGRANTE 
DELICTO 


A married Rhode Island 
couple was arrested on dis- 
orderly conduct charges 
after driving nude to the 
drive-through window of a 
McDonald's restaurant and 
ordering a hamburger, french 
fries, and a soda. 


THANK YOU 
VERY MUCH 


Tallahassee, Florida, 

minister married the ca- 
davers of two people who 
had been killed in a plane 
crash. The minister pro- 
nounced the couple, who 
had been engaged to be 
married before their deaths, 
as “united not just in life, 
but for all eternity.” He omit- 
ted the “till death do us 
part” portion of the vows. 


he House of Representa- - 
tives, plagued with cock- 
roaches, appropriated nearly 
$100,000 for roach traps. 
Each trap cost $99. 





ashington, D.C., Mayor 
Marion Barry has asked 
for an extra appropriation 

of $43,000 to “buy better 
gifts" for visiting dignitaries. , 











he Air Force has banned 

the eating of baked beans 
or meals containing beans 
before flights, noting that 
certain crew members have 
been bothered by a “flatu- 
lence problem” in certain 
other crew members who 
have preflight meals that in- 
clude beans. 


EDITOR’S NOTE: 


We welcome your contributions for future “Dreams & 
Diversions” columns, and we will give a free one-year sub- 
scription to Penthouse to each reader whose item is 
printed. Send clippings to: Dreams & Diversions, c/o 
Penthouse, 1965 Broadway, New York, NY. 10023. Please 
include the name of the newspaper, the page number, and 
the date the clipping was published. 
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@My first affair 
was with a painter. /ve been 
committed to the 
pursuit of art—and life— 
ever since!® 


ome men try to treat me as an 

ornament, something flashy to display to their friends,” she says. But 

21-year-old Nicola has a lot more to offer than heart-stopping curves 

and hair the color of café noir. A talented artist studying at one of 

Paris's most prestigious universities, Nicola began her career as a 
classroom model. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY MICHEL MOREAU 
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Intrigued by what was happening on the other 
side of the easel, Nicola wondered if she 
“could portray beauty as skillfully in art as she 
does in life. 
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Not surprisingly, her more intimate 
sense of the aesthetic is stirred by men with an 


artist's passion in their souls. “Sensitive 


types are much more exciting, she says. 


PENTHOUSE 


04 


he 
u — 


- = = 


vid 
a 
iw 
eg 
onl 
el 
ie 
* 
os 











“My ‘first 
time was 
with a 
painter, a 
man much 
older than 
myself,” 
Nicola 
confides, 
smiling 
wistfully at 
the 
recollection. 








This 
lesson in 
tactile 
pleasure 
proved 


unforgettable. 


‘lve been 
committed to 
the pursuit 
of art 
and life 
ever since!” 


Ot 
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OMAN 
in the Dark 


(Reading time: 
24 minutes 55 seconds.) 
PART THREE—CONCLUSION 

T was nearly nine o'clock 

I by the dial in the dash- 

board, and quite dark, 
when Luise Fischer and her 
captors passed a large square 
building whose illuminated 
sign said “ Mile Valley Lum- 
ber Co.” and turned into 
what was definitely a town 
street, though its irregularly 
spaced houses were not many. 
Ten minutes later the sedan 
came to rest at the curb in 
front of a gray public build- 
ing. The driver got out. The 
other man held the door open 
tor Luise. They took her in- 
to a ground-floor room in the 
rray building. 

Three men were in the 
room. A sad-faced man of 
sixty-some years, with ragged 
white hair and mustache, was 
tilted back in a chair with 
his feet on a battered yellow- 
ish desk. He wore a hat but 
no coat. A pasty-faced young 
blond man, straddling a chair 
in front of the filing cabinet 
on the other side of the room, 
was saying, “So the trav- 
eling salesman asked the 
farmer if he could put him 
up for the night and—”’ but 
broke off when Luise Fischer 
and her companions came in. 

The third man stood with his back to the window. He 
was a slim man of medium height, not far past thirty, 
thin-lipped, pale, flashily dressed in brown-and red. His 
collar was very tight. He advanced swiftly toward Luise 
Fischer, showing white teeth in a smile. “I’m Harry 
Klaus. They wouldn’t let me see you down there, so I 
came on up to wait for you.” He spoke rapidly and with 
assurance. “ Don’t worry. I’ve got everything fixed.” 

The story-teller hesitated, changed his position. The 
two men who had brought Luise Fischer up from the city 
looked at the lawyer with obvious disapproval. 

Klaus smiled again with complete assurance. “ You 
know she’s not going to tell you anything at all till we’ve 
talked it over, don’t you? Well, what the hell, then? ” 

The man at the desk said: “ All right, all right.” He 
looked at the two men standing behind the woman. “ If 
Tuft’s office is empty let *em use that.” 
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“Thanks.” Harry Klaus picked up a brown briefcase 
from a chair, took Luise Fischer’s elbow in his hand, and 
turned her to follow the thick-chested florid man. 

He led them down the corridor a few feet to an office 
that was similar to the one they had just left. He did 
not go in with them. He said, “ Come on back when 
you're finished,” and, when they had gone in, slammed 
the door. 

Klaus jerked his head at the door. “ A lot of whittlers,” 
he said cheerfully. ‘‘ We'll stand them on their heads.” 
He tossed his briefcase on the desk. “ Sit down.” 

“ Brazil? ” she asked. “ He is—” 

His shrug lifted his shoulders almost to his ears. “I 
don’t know. Can’t get anything out of these people.” 

“ Then-——? ” 

“Then he got away,” he said. 

* Do you think he did?” 
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The tallest one looked at Robson and then 
at Brazil and chuckled. ‘“ There’s our 
lad that don’t like hospitals,” he said. 


' He shrugged his shoulders again, ‘“‘ We can always 
ope.’ 

“But one of those policemen told me he had been shot 
an 

“That don’t have to mean anything but that they hope 
they hit him.” He put his hands on her shoulders and 
pushed her down in a chair. “ There’s no use of worry- 
ing about Brazil till we know whether we've got anything 
to worry about.” He drew another chair up close to hers 
and sat init. ‘‘ Let’s worry about you now. I want the 
works—no song and dance—just what happened, the way 
it happened.” 

She drew her brows together in a puzzled frown. “ But 
you told me everything--” 

“T told you everything was all fixed, and it is.” He 
patted her knee. “ I’ve got the bail all fixed so you can 
walk out of here as soon as they get through asking you 


Klaus Learns a Lesson— 
Robson’s Ultimatum—News 
of Brazil—The Show-Down 


By 


DASHIELL 
HAMMETT 


Illustrations by 
JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG 


But we’ve got to decide what kind of 
He looked 
“You want 


questions. 
answers you're going to give them.” 
sharply at her from under his hat brim. 
to help B Brazil, don’t you?” 

“4 That’ s the stuff.” He patted her knee again and 
his hand remained on it. “‘ Now give me everything 
from the beginning.” 

“You mean from when I first met Kane Robson? ” 

He nodded. 


GEE crossed her knees, dislodging his hand. Star- 

ing at the opposite wall as if not seeing it, she 
said earnestly: ‘“‘ Neither of us did anything wrong. 
It is not right that we should suffer.” 

* “Don’t worry.” His tone was light, confident. 
“T’ll get the pair of you out of it.” He proffered her 
cigarettes in a shiny case. 

She took a cigarette, leaned forward to hold its 
end in the flame from his lighter, and, still leaning 
forward, asked: “I will not have to stay here to- 
night? ” 

He patted her cheek. “I don’t think so. It oughtn’'t 
to take them more than an hour to grill you.” He 
dropped his hand to her knee. “ And the sooner we 
ace through here the sooner you'll be through with 
them.’ 

She took a deep breath and sat back in her chair. 
“There is not a lot to say,” she began, pronouncing 
her words carefully so they were clear in spite of her 

accent. ‘‘I met him in a little place in Switzerland. I 
was without any money at all, any friends. He liked me 
and he was rich.” She made a little gesture with the 
cigarette in her hand. ‘So I said yes.” 

Klaus nodded sympathetically and his fingers moved on 
her knee. 

“He bought me clothes, that jewelry, in Paris. They 
were not his mother’s and he gave them to me,” 

The lawyer nodded again and his fingers moved again 
on her knee. 

“He brought me over here then and’’—she put the 
burning end of her cigarette on the back of his hand—* I 
stayed at his—” 

Klaus had snatched his hand from her knee to his 
mouth, was sucking the back of his hand. “ What’s 
the matter with you?’ he demanded indignantly, the 
words muffled by the hand to his mouth. He lowered the 
hand and looked at the burn. “ If there’s something you 
don’t like, you can say so, can’t you?” 

She did not smile, ‘I no speak Inglis good,” she said, 
burlesquing a heavy accent. “I stayed at his house for 
two weeks—not quite two weeks—until—” 

“Tf it wasn’t for Brazil you could take your troubles to 
another lawyer! ’’ He pouted over his burnt hand. 

“ Until last night,” she continued, “ when I could stand 
him no longer. We quarreled and I left. I left just as I 
was, in evening clothes, with 
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‘ one’s interest in her. 


She was finishing her story when the telephone bell 
rang. The attorney. went to the desk and spoke into the 
telephone: “Hello? .. . Yes. . . Just a couple of 
minutes more. That’s right. Thanks.” He turned. 
“They’re getting impatient.” 

She rose from her chair saying: *‘ Lhave finished. Then 
the police came and he escaped through the window and 
they arrested me about-those rings.” 

“ Did you do any talking after they arrested you? ” 

She shook her head. “ They would not let me. Nobody 
would listen to me. Nobody cared.’ 

A young man in blue clothes that needed pressing came 
up to Luise Fischer and Klaus as they left the courthouse. 
He took off his hat and tucked it under an arm. “ Mith 
Fither, I’m from the Mile Valley Potht. Can you—” 

Klaus, smiling, said: “‘ There’s nothing now. Look 
me up at the hotel in the morning and I'll give you a 
statement.’”’ He handed the reporter a card. He cleared 
his throat. “ We're hunting food now. Maybe you'll tell 
us where to find it—and join us.” 

The young man’s face flushed. He looked at the card 
in his hand and then up at the lawyer. ‘“ Thank you, 
Mithter Klauth, I'll be glad to. The Tavern’th jutht 
around the corner. It’th the only plathe that’th any good 
that’ th open now.” 

He tur ned to indicate the south. “ My name’th George 
Dunne,” 

Klaus shook his hand and said, “ Glad to know you,” 
Luise Fischer nodded and smiled, and they went down 
the street. 

““How’s Conroy?” Klaus asked. 

“He hathn’t come to yet,” the young man replied. 
“They don’t know yet how bad it ith.” 

“ Where is he? ” 

“ Thtill at Robthon’th. They’re afraid to move him.” 

They turned the corner. Klaus asked: “Any news of 
Brazil? ” 

The reporter craned his neck to look past Luise Fischer 
atthe lawyer. “I thought you’d know.” 

* Know what? ” ; 

“What—whatever there wath to know. Thith ith it.” 
He led them into a white-tiled restaurant. By the time 

they were seated at a table the dozen pr more people 
at counter and tables were staring at Luise Fischer and 
there was a good deal of whispering among them. 

Luise Fischer, sitting in the chair Dunne had pulled 
out for her, taking one of the menus from the rack on the 
table, seemed neither disturbed by nor conscious of any- 
She said: “Iam very hungry.” 

A plump bald-headed man with a pointed white beard, 
sitting three tables away, caught Dunne’s eye as the 
young man went around to his chair, and beckoned with 
2 jerk of his head. 

‘Dunne said, “ Pardon me—it’th my both, 
over to the bearded man’s table. 

Klaus said: “ He’s a nice boy.” 

Luise Fischer said: “We must telephone the Links. 
They have surely heard from Brazil.” 

Klaus pulled the ends of his mouth down, shook his 
head. ‘ You can’t. trust these county-seat telephone 
exchanges.” 

* But—” 

* Have to wait till tomorrow. It’s late anyhow.” He 
looked at his watch and yawned. “ Play this kid. Maybe 
he knows something.” 

Dunne came back to them. His face was flushed and 
he seemed embarrassed. 

* Anything new?.” Klaus asked. 

The young man shook his head violently. 
he said with emphasis. 

A waiter came to their table. 


and went 


* Oh, no!” 


Luise Fischer ordered 


‘soup, a steak, potatoes, asparagus, a salad, cheese, and 


coffee; Klaus ordered scrambled eggs and coffee, Dunne 
pie and milk. 

When the waiter stepped back from the table Dunne’s 
eves opened wide. He stared past Klaus. Luise Fischer 
turned her-head to follow the reporter’s gaze. Kane Rob- 
son was coming into the restaurant. Two men were with 
him. One of them-—-a fat pale youngish man—smiled 
and raised his hat. 
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’ Luise Fischer addressed Klaus in a low voice: “ It’s 
Robson.” 

The lawyer did not turn his head. He said, “ That's 
all right,” and held his cigarette case out to her. 

‘She took a cigarette without removing her gaze from 
Robson. When he saw her he raised his hat and bowed. 
and smiled ironically. Then he.said something to his 
companions and, leaving them, came toward her. His 
face was pale; his dark eyes glittered. 

She was smoking by the time he reached her table. He 
said, “ Hello, darling,” and sat in the empty chair facing 
her across the table. He turned his head to the reporter 
for an instant to say a careless “ Hello, Dunne,” 

Luise Fischer said; “ This is Mr. Klaus. Mr. Robson.” 

Robson did not look at the lawyer. He addressed the 
woman: “ Get your bail fixed up all right?” 

“As you see.’ 

He smiled mockingly. “I meant'to leaye word that 
I’d put it up if you couldn’t get it anywhere else, but I 
forgot.” 


HERE was a moment of silence. Then she said: “T 
shall send for my clothes in the morning. Will you 
have Ito pack them? ” 

“Your clothes?” He laughed. ‘“ You didn’t have a 
stitch besides what you had on when I picked you up. Let 
your new man buy you new clothes.” 

Young Dunne blushed and looked at the tablecloth in 
embarrassment. Klaus’s face was; except for the bright- 
ness of his eyes, expressionless. 

Luise Fischer said softly: “ Your friends will miss you 
if you stay away too long.” 

“Let them. I want to talk to you, Luise.” “He ad- 
dressed Dunne impatiently: “‘ Why don’t you two go play 
in a corner somewhere? ” 

The reporter jumped up from his chair stammering: 
“'Th-thertainly, Mr. Robthon.” * 

Klaus looked questioningly at Luise Fischer, Her nod 
was barely perceptible. He rose and left the table with 
Dunne. 

Robson said: “ Come back with me and I'll call off all 
this foolishness about the rings.” 

She looked curiously at him. 
knowing I despise you? ” 

He nodded, grinning. “ I can get fun out of even that.” 

She narrowed her eyes, studying his face. Then-she 
asked: “ How is Dick?” 

His face and voice were gay with malice. “ He’s dying 
fast enough.” ; 

She seemed surprised. “You hate him?” 

“I don’t hate him—I don’t love him. You and he were 
too fond of each other. I won’t have my male and female 
parasites mixing like that.” 

She smiled contemptuously. “So. 
back with you. What?” 

~ explain to these people that it was all a mistake 
about the rings, that you really thought I had’ given 
them to you. That’s all.” He was watching her closely. 
“There’s no bargaining about your boy friend Brazil. 
He takes what he gets.” 

Her face showed nothing of what she might be think- 
ing. She leaned across the table a little toward him and 
spoke carefully: “ If you were as dangerous as you think 
you are, I would be afraid to go back with you—I would 
rather go to prison. But I am not afraid of you... You 
should know by this time that you will never hurt me very 
much, that I can take very good care of myself.’’ 

Maybe you’ve got something to learn,” he said 
quickly; then, recovering his consciously matter-of-fact 
tone: “ Well, what’s the answer? ” 

“T am not a fool,” she said. “I have no money, no 
friends who can help me.. You have both and I am not 
afraid of you. I try to do what is best for myself. First 
I try to get out of this trouble without you. If I cannot 
then I come back to-you.”” 

Tf I'll have you.” 

She shrugged her shoulders. 


“You want me back 


Then sub pese I go 


“Yes, certainly that.” 


Luise Fischer and Harry Klaus reached the Links’ flat 
late the next morning, 


Fan opened the door for them. She put her arms 











ale 


© What’s the matter with you?” he demanded indignantly, the words muffled by the band to bis mouth. 
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around Luise Fischer. “ See, I told you Harry would get 
you out all right.”” She turned her face quickly toward 
the lawyer and demanded: “ You didn’t let them hold her 
all night? ” 

‘* No,” he said; “ but we missed the last train and had 
to stay at the hotel.” 

They went into the living room. 

Evelyn Grant rose from the sofa. She came to Luise 
Fischer saying: “ It’s my fault. It’s all my fault!” Her 
eyes were red and swollen. She began tocry again. “ He 
had told me about Donny—Mr. Link—and I thought he’d 
come here and I tried to phone him and papa caught me 
and told the police. And I only wanted to help him and—” 

From the doorway Donny snarled: “ Shut up. Stop it. 
Pipe down.” He addressed Klaus petulantly: “ She’s 
been doing this for an hour. She’s got me screwy.” 

Fan said: “ Lay off the kid. She feels bad.” 

Donny said: “She ought to.” He smiled at Luise 
Fischer, “ Hello, baby. Everything O. K.?” 

She said: ““ Howdo youdo? [think it is.” 

He looked at her hands. ‘‘ Where’s the rings? ” 

‘We had to leave them up there.” 

“I told you!” His voice was bitter. “ Itold you you’d 
ought to let me sold them.” He turned to Klaus. “ Can 
you beat that? ”’ 

The lawyer did not say anything. 

Fan had taken Evelyn to the sofa and was soothing her. 

Luise Fischer asked: “ Have you heard from—” 

“ Brazil?’ Donny said before she could finish her 
question. He nodded. “ Yep. He’s O. K.” He glanced 
over his shoulder at the girl on the sofa, then spoke rapidly 
in alow voice. “ He’s at the Hilltop Sanatorium outside 
of town—supposed to have D. T.s. You know he got 
plugged in the side. He's O. K., though—Doc Barry’ll 
keep him under cover and fix him up good as new. He—” 

Luise Fischer’s eyes were growing large. She put a 
hand to her throat. ‘ But he—Dr. Ralph Barry?” she 
demanded. 

Donny wagged his head up and down. “ Yep. He’sa 
good guy. He'll—” 

“But he is a friend of Kane Robson’s!”’ she cried. “I 
met him there at Robson’s house.” She turned to Klaus. 
“He was with him in the restaurant last night—the 
fat one.” 

The men stared at her. 

She caught Klaus’s arm and shook him. “ That is why 
he was there last night—to see Kane—to ask him what he 
should do.” 

Fan and Evelyn had risen from the sofa and were 
listening. 

Donny began: “‘ Aw, maybe it’s O. K. Doc’s a good 
guy. I don’t think he—” 

“Cut it out!” Klaus growled. “This is serious— 
serious as hell.” He scowled thoughtfully at Luise 
Fischer. *‘ No chance oi a mistake on this? ” 

“ No.” 

Evelyn thrust herself between the two men to confront 
Luise Fischer. She was crying again, but was angry now. 


66 WHY did you have to get him into all this? Why did 

you have to come to him with your troubles? It’s 
your fault that they'll put him in prison—and he'll go 
crazy in prison! If it hadn’t been for you none of this 
would have happened. You—” 

Donny touched Evelyn’s shoulder. “I think I'll take a 
sock at you,” he said. 

She cringed away from him. 

Klaus said: “ For God’s sake Jet’s stop this fiddledeedee 
and decide what we'd better do.” He scowled at Luise 
Fischer again. “ Didn’t Robson say anything to you 
about it last night?” 

She shook her head. 

Donny said: “ Well, Hsten. We got to get him out of 
there. It don’t—” 

“ That’s easy,” Klaus said with heavy sarcasm. “ If 
he’s in wrong there ’—he shrugged—“ it’s happened al- 
ready. We've got to find out. Can you get to see him? ” 

Donny nodded. “ Sure.” 

“Then go. Wise him up—find out what the layout is.” 

Donny and Luise Fischer left the house by the back 
door, went through the yard to the alley behind, and 
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down the alley for two blocks. They saw nobody follow- 
ing them. 

“TI guess we're in the clear,’”’ Donny said, and led the 
vay down a cross street. 

On the next corner there was a garage and repair shop. 
A small dark man was tinkering with an engine. 

“ Hello, Tony,” Donny said. ‘“ Lend me a boat.” 

The dark man looked curiously at Luise Fischer while 
saying: “Surest thing you know. Take the one in the 
corner.” 

They got into a black sedan and drove away. 

“Tt ain’t far,” Donny said, Then: “Id like to pull 
him out of there.” 

Luise Fischer was silent. 

After half an hour Donny turned the machine into a 
road at the end of which a white building was visible. 
“That’s her,” he said. 


EAVING the sedan in front of the building, they 
walked under a black-and-gold sign that said Hilltop 
Sanatorium into an office. 

“We want to see Mr: Lee,”’ Donny told the nurse at the 
desk. “ He’s expecting us.” 

She moistened her lips nervously and said: “ It’s two 
hundred and three, right near the head of the stairs.” 

They went up a dark flight of stairs to the second floor. 
“ This is it,” Donny said, halting. He opened the door 
without knocking and waved Luise Fischer inside. 

Besides Brazil, lying in bed, his sallowness more pro- 
nounced than usual, there were two men in the room. 
One of them was the huge tired-faced man who had 
arrested Luise Fischer. He said: “I oughtn’t to let you 
people see him.” 

Brazil half rose in bed and stretched a hand out toward 
Luise Fischer. 

She went around the huge man to the bed and took 
Brazil’s hand. “ Oh, I’m sorry—sorry!” she murmured. 

He grinned without pleasure. ‘ Hard luck, all right. 
And I’m scared stiff of those damned bars.” 

She leaned over and kissed him. 

The huge man said: “ Come on, now. You got to get 
out. I’m liable to catch hell for this.” 

Donny took a step toward the bed. “ Listen, Brazil. 
Is there—” 

The huge man put out a hand and wearily pushed 
Donny back. “Go’way. There’s nothing for you to hang 
around here for.” He put a hand on Luise Fischer's 
shoulder. “ Go ahead, please, will you? Say good-by to 
him now—and maybe you can see him afterwards.” 

She kissed Brazil again and stood up. 

He said: “ Look after her, will you, Donny?’ 

“ Sure,” Donny promised. “ And don’t let them worry 
you. I'll send Harry over to see you and—” 

The huge man groaned. “ Is this going to keep up all 
day?” 

He took Luise Fischer’s arm and put her and Donny out. 

They went in silence down to the sedan, and neither 
spoke until they were entering the city again. Then 
Luise Fischer said: “ Will you kindly lend me ten 
dollars? ” 

“Sure.” Donny took one hand from the wheel, felt in 
his pants pocket, and gave her two five-dollar bills. 

Then she said: “ I wish to go to the railroad station.” 

He frowned. “ What for?” 

“ I want to go to the railroad station,” she repeated, 

When they reached the station she got out of the 
sedan. 

“Thank you very much,” she said. “ Do not wait. 1 
will come over later.” 

Luise Fischer went into the railroad station and to the 
news stand, where she bought a package of cigarettes. 
Then she went to a telephone booth, asked for long dis- 
tance, and called a Mile Valley number. 

“Hello, Ito? Is Mr. Robson there? This is 
Frdulein Fischer. . . . Yes.” There was a pause. 
“ Hello, Kane. Well, you have won. You might 
have saved yourself the delay if you had told me last 
night what you knew. ... Yes. Yes, I am.” 

She put the receiver on its prong and stared at it for a 
long moment. Then she left the booth, went to the ticket 
window, and said: 





“A ticket to Mile Valley—one way—please.”’ 

The room was wide and high-ceilinged. Its furniture 
was Jacobean. Kane Robson was sprawled comfortably 
in a deep chair. At his elbow was a small table on which 
were a crystal-and-silver coffee service, a crystal-and- 
silver decanter—half full—some glasses, cigarettes, and 
anashtray. His eyes glittered in the light from the fire- 
place. 

Ten feet away, partly facing him, partly the fireplace, 
Luise Fischer sat, more erectly, in a smaller chair. She 
was In a pale negligee and had pale slippers on her feet. 

Somewhere in the house a clock struck midnight. Rob- 
son heard it out attentively before he went on speaking: 
* And you are making a great mistake, my dear, in being 
too sure of yourself.” 

She yawned. “I slept very little last night,’ she said. 
“I am too sleepy to be frightened.” 

He rose grinning at her. “I didn’t get any either. 
Shall we take a look at the invalid before we turn in?” 

A nurse—a scrawny middle-aged woman in white— 
came into the room, panting. “ Mr. Conroy’s recovering 
consciousness, I do believe,”’ she said. 

Robson’s mouth tightened and his eyes, after a mo- 
mentary flickering, became steady. ‘“‘ Phone Dr. Blake,” 
he said. “‘ He'll want to know right away.” He turned 
to Luise Fischer. “ ll run up and stay with him till she 
is through phoning.” 

Luise Fischer rose. “ I'll go with you.” 

He pursed his lips. “‘I don’t know. Maybe the excite- 
ment of too many people—the surprise of seeing you 
back here again—micht not be good for him.” 

The nurse had left the room. 

Ignoring Luise Fischer’s laughter, he said: “‘ No; you 
had better stay here, my dear.” 

She said: “ I will not.” 

He shrugged. “ Very well, but—”’ 
without finishing the sentence. 

Luise Fischer went up behind him, but not with his 
speed. She arrived at the sick-room dqorway, however, 
in time to catch the look of utter fear in Conroy’s eyes, 
before they closed, as his bandaged head fell back on the 
pillow. 

xobson, standing just inside the door, said softly: 
“ Ah, he’s passed 
out again.” His 
eyes were un- 
wary. 

Her eyes were 
probing. 

They stood 
there and stared 
at each other un- 
til the Japanese 
butler came to 
the door and 
said: “A Mr. 
3razil to see 
Frdulein 
Fischer.” 

Into Robson's 
face little by lit- 
tle came the ex- 
pression of one 
considering a 


He went upstairs 
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The nurse camein. “ Dr. Blake is out, but I left word.” 

Luise Fischer said: “ I do not think Mr. Conroy should 
be left alone, Miss George.” .. . 

Brazil was standing in the center of the living room, 
balancing himself on legs spread far apart. He held his 
left arm tight to his side, straight down. He had on a 
dark overcoat that was buttoned high against his throat. 
His face was a ghastly yellow mask in which his eyes 
burned redly. He said through his teeth: “ They told 
me you'd come back. I had to see it.” He spit on the 
floor. “‘Strumpet!” 

She stamped a foot. I—” She 

She said 


* Do not be a fool. 


broke off as the nurse passed the doorway. 
sharply: “ Miss George, what are you doing? ”’ 
The nurse said’: “‘ Mr. Robson said he thought I might 
be able to reach Dr. Blake on the phone at Mrs. Webber's.” 
Luise Fischer turned, paused to kick off her slippers, 
and ran up the steps on stockinged feet. 
Conroy’s room was shut. She flung it open. 


The door to 


OBSON was leaning over the sick man. His hands 
were on the sick man’s bandaged head, holding it 
almost face down in the pillow. 

His thumbs were pressing the back of the skull. All 
his weight seemed on his thumbs. His face was insane. 
His lips were wet. 

Luise Fischer screamed, “ Brazil!’ and flung herself 
at Robson and clawed at his legs. 

Brazil came into the room, lurching blindly, his left 
arm tight to his side. He swung his right fist, missed 
Robson’s head by a foot, was struck twice in the face by 
Robson, did not seem to know it, and swung his right 
fist into Robson’s belly. The woman’s grip on Robson’s 
ankles kept him from recovering his balance. He went 
down heavily. 

The nurse was busy with her patient, who was trying 
to sit up in bed. Tears ran down his face. He was sob- 
bing: “He stumbled over a piece of wood while he 
was helping me to the car, and he hit me on the head 
with it.” 

Luise Fischer had Brazil sitting upon the floor with 
his back to the wall, wiping his face with her handker- 
chief. 

He opened one eye and murmured: “The guy was 
screwy, wasn’t 
he?” 

She put an 
arm around him 
and laughed 
with a cooing 
sound in her 
throat. “All 
men are.” 

Robson had 
not moved. 

There was a 

commotion and 
At petting three men came 
She balked. in. 
Back home The tallest one 
She walked. looked at Rob- 
son and then at 
Brazil and 
chuckled. 

“There’s our 
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private joke. He 
said: “Show 
Mr. Brazil into 
the living room. 
Frdulein 
Fischer will be 
down immedi- 
ately. Phone the 
deputy sheriff.” 

Robson smiled 
at the woman. 
“Well?” 

She said noth- 
ing. 

“A choice?” 
he asked. ~ 
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lad that don’t 
like hospitals,” 
he said. “It’s a 
good thing he 
didn’t escape 
from a gymna- 
Sium or he 
might've hurt 
somebody.” 

Luise Fischer 
took off her 
rings and put 
them on the floor 
beside Robson’s 
left foot. 

THE END 
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WOMIEN AND PORN 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 44 


hurt us. If we want to deal with rape, we 
have to deal with why. What's going on 
in “real life” that makes men want to inflict 
SO much pain? I'm not willing to let real 
life, or real men, off the hook. 

There is still a nagging question: Why 
does the antiporn argument feel so right? 
Why is it persuasive to so many men and 
women? To begin with, it offers the ap- 
peal of activism. Since porn is visible and 
already illicit, you can organize against it 
relatively easily. Witness the renown 
Women Against Pornography (WAP) has 
achieved. The participants feel they're 
doing something to better women’s lot, 
and we all need to feel effective. 

Most important, since porn is a small 
problem compared with a vast system of 
economic discrimination and knee-jerk 
sexism, you feel you can beat it. After 
years of exhaustion fighting a sexist 
economy and politics, the antiporn 
movement was a boon to many women 
who wanted to win. 

Psychologist Paula Webster suggests 
something else is going on. She believes 
the antiporn argument feels right be- 
Cause it carries “the voice of Mom.” And 
she may have something here. Most of 
us have grown up with the idea that sex 
is icky; most women have grown up with 


the assurance that men are dangerous. 
We heard it indirectly or we heard it point- 
blank, but we heard it. 

As adults, most of us manage to get 
our own. But the old lessons remain 
embedded in our imaginations and at the 
core of our emotions. So when we're toid 
that pornography is icky and makes men 
dangerous, it “clicks.” When we hear— 
in adult language and political terminol- 
ogy—things we absorbed when we were 
little, it sounds right. Already suspicious 
of sex, we are ready to call it culprit. 

Now, there is a great deal of violence 
done to women—the FB.I. reports a 
woman is beaten every 18 seconds and 
raped every few minutes. But rage and 
violence are the core of the problem, not 
our sexual fantasies. And | want to get at 
the core, using our time and resources 
shrewdly. Women don't have a lot of either. 
In the past few years, feminists, the gov- 
ernment, and the media spent a great 
deal of money on the porn debate. Yet 
last year New York Women Against Rape 
nearly closed for lack of funds. Forty- 
seven percent of facilities that provide 
abortions were harassed last year; 73 
percent of facilities that are not hospitals 
were also attacked. And the government 
that funded the Meese Commission 
stopped allocations earmarked for bat- 
tered women's shelters because they 
were ostensibly “antifamily.” 

No one is going to convince me that a 


“Okay .. . but is it art?” 
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government that has rolled back affirma- 
tive action, fought against comparable 
worth, and stripped hundreds of pro- 
grams that benefit women and children, 
opposes pornography because it threat- 
ens those same women and children. 

We can't afford to be duped—either 
by a duplicitous government or by what 
“feels right.” If we get rid of porn when 
rape, battery, and discrimination thrived 
for so long without it. then after all our 
effort we'll still be left with rape, battery, 
and discrimination. Would that the solu- 
tion to women's problems—or even just 
rape—were just a matter of eliminating 
porn. Would that it were so single-issue, 
or SO easy. 

There's a second reason to be skepti- 
cal of the sex-is-icky/men-are-danger- 
ous echo. It’s protective, defensive, and 
meant to shield women from harm. But 
while women must protect themselves 
with political, economic, and physical 
clout, we can't be only defensive. We can't 
live our lives in fear. Women have to de- 
velop their appetites and find out what it 
feels like to spend time and money on 
sex. And we cannot wait till after the rev- 
olution. 

No one is in the mood to spend her 
time and money on sex, to flirt or have 
adventures, when she’s thoroughly 
scared. Fear paralyzes. It makes you will- 
ing to trade away anything in a Faustian 
bargain for safety. The antiporn move- 
ment claims not only that rape is dan- 
gerous but that rape fantasies are. It tells 
women that life is more and more men- 
acing. And as it does, it teaches women 
fear. It primes us for thinking we can pay 
off danger with desire. It extorts chastity 
and purity as a price for life. At an April 
1987 conference sponsored by WAP. | 
heard for the first time a representative of 
a group called Women Against Sex. | 
thought feminism had bottomed out. They 
not only consider pornography and pros- 
titution agents of male domination, but 
masturbation, Cunnilingus, and inter- 
course as well. And they recommend "re- 
sistance.” 

Is this a vision for women’? | had thought 
the answer to powerlessness was to get 
more power—not to stand there and grit 
your teeth. | had thought the answer to 
bad sex was good sex, not no sex. | had 
thought feminism would help women de- 
mand it—both power and sex—get Itt, 
take it. Since when is getting nothing al 
all the best we can expect? 

Women cannot afford to build a move- 
ment—or mind a government—that tells 
uS Sex, or pictures of sex, are so perilous 
that we give up the sex and quash the 
pictures. To begin with, it’s not possible, 
and besides, we need them, in all their 
frightening, alluring forms. We cannot 
scurry away from passion or pictures of 
passion hoping that if we stay away from 
them altogether we'll be safe. Having porn 
to act out in is part of being safe. as well 
as sane. Women cannot be gulled into 
thinking that sex is sexist. Ot+— 














When lonely Mert call for the best—Smirnoff. SMIRNOFF® VODKA 80 & 100 Proof distilled 
from grain. © 1986 Ste. Pierre Smirnoff FLS (Division of Heublein, inc.) Hartford, CT—"Made in U.S.A.” 








PENTHOUSE INTERVIEW 








eNorth, McFarlane, Poindexter, 
and, it may turn out, Reagan had no idea 
what they were doing! Any Iranian 
waiter will always find you a brother-in-law 
in the Khomeini administration. 
This is the treatment these chaps got.® 





SAMUEL 


CUMMINGS 


66 


Ost modern wars 
are fought with 
used or outdated 
weapons—out- 
dated, that is, by the stan- 
dards of Aviation Week & 
Space Technology or the 
International Defense Re- 
view. Even the Iran-Iraq 
conflict, with its improved 
Hawks and ship-killing Ex- 
ocets, has made more wid- 
Ows with mortars and Ka- 
lashnikovs than with 
Mirages and F-14s. 

Much of the trade in light 
conventional arms is con- 
ducted by privateers, who 
control about five percent 
of the world arms bazaar, 
meaning about $7.5 billion 
per year, plus about a bil- 





lion dollars annually in 
“sporting” arms. 

The biggest privateer by 
far, for over three decades, 
has been Samuel Cum- 
mings, head of Interarms. 
No one resembles the clas- 
sic image of the merchant 
of death less than Cum- 
mings, who comes from a 
Philadelphia Main Line 
family. Having just turned a 
stocky 60, but looking 
younger, Cummings lives 
simply in Monte Carlo with 
his Swiss wife of long du- 
ration. Home is a discreet, 
tasteful, high-ceilinged du- 
plex apartment in one of the 
principality 's older. low-rise 
buildings. One room is an 
office understatedly deco- 
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rated with old maps, prints of various mil- 
itary scenes, and an eighteenth-century 


English two-pounder cannon. His ad-. 


dress is only a short waik from the rococo 
Hotel de Paris, where the legendary arms 
dealer Basil Zaharoff died half a century 
ago. 

Cummings doesn't smoke or drink, 
prefers plain food, and never uses an ex- 
pletive. His conversation is peppered with 
venerable anglicisms like “thank good- 
ness” and "oh heavens.” He even smiles 
bravely when he complains that the arms 
market is now so bad, and getting worse, 
that he has given up hope of ever making 
$100 million in a single year. 

He has run many a competitor into the 
ground, but seems not to have earned 
the sort of enemies who are really dan- 
gerous. He carries no side arm and has 
no bodyguard. He has a global network 
of salesmen who double in weapons in- 
telligence, and a small but efficient staff 
in Alexandria, Virginia, just across the 
Potomac from Washington. 

Bullied a quarter-century ago by his 
powerful neighbor, Charles de Gaulle, into 
introducing corporation tax (now 35 per- 
cent) into Monaco, Prince Rainier still ex- 
acts no personal income tax from his 
subjects and permanent guests. Inter- 
arms is a mom-and-pop affair, and the 
Cummingses award themselves most of 
the annual profits as wages, paying busi- 
ness tax only on the modest residue. If 
100,000 mortars are put onto the market, 
Cummings and his wife dip into their sav- 
ings and lend the firm whatever's needed. 

Since the United States is unique in 
taxing its nondiplomatic nationals who live 
abroad, Cummings took British nation- 
ality under the grandfather clause (his 
own was born in Padstow, Cornwall); but 
his two daughters are American and can 
always bring Dad in as an immigrant next 
of kin. The girls, however, show no inter- 
est in inheriting Sam's far-flung empire. 
One of them mucks out stables in Vir- 
ginia; the other is a graphic artist. 

Privateers, especially Cummings, have 
a reputation for usually delivering orders 
faster than governments, and for not im- 
posing end-use restrictions. Govern- 
ments, especially that of the United 
States, often prefer supplying through 
privateers to evade the restrictions im- 
posed by their legislatures. lranscam was 
an example of this, although as Cum- 
mings stresses in this interview, Lieuten- 
ant Colonel Oliver North's naive choice 
of such a motley bag of ruffian amateurs 
was “pathetic.” Cummings says he had 
earlier pointed this out to his brother-in- 
law, former senator John Tower, who 
headed the first investigative panel into 
the scandal. Cummings’s Alexandria 
warehouse is the second-largest arms 
depot in the world; but it’s a poor second 
to the first—his 200,000-square-foot 
warehouse in Manchester, England, 
which contains enough conventional 
weaponry to outfit five divisions. Be- 
tween them, Manchester and Alexandria 
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contain more light weaponry than the 
combined arsenals of America, Ger- 
many, France, and Britain. 

Britain sells him 90 percent of all its 
military surplus, and Cummings says he 
is still in a buying mode. The Alexandria 
operation includes a subsidiary, Hunter's 
World, which imports more than 85 per- 
cent of all the small foreign weapons 
brought into the United States and is 
larger than most other sporting-weapons 
firms in the world put together. 

Cummings’s English still has the leg- 
acy of a childhood of governesses. But 
when he was five, his karma bought him 
face-to-face with a World War | German 
Maxim machine gun, bought by a relative 
at an American Legion fund-raiser and 
given to the child as a gift. Young Sam 
began to try to take the monstrous thing 
apart, and he has never looked back. 

Too young for the Second World War, 
Cummings was drafted as it ended and 
became a sergeant weapons instructor. 
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secord may be a 
better Air Force general than 
| would ever be, but 
with all due respect, I've 
forgotten a lot 
more about the arms business 
than he will ever know. 
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Later, on vacation from George Washing- 
ton University in the capital, he hiked 
through France and was startled to come 
across the remains of a German division 
in the Falaise Gap of Normandy—skele- 
tons grasping rusty rifles, helmets and 
things everywhere. It had not been 
cleared because of the fear of booby 
traps. Cummings's efforts to sell what he 
had found to a Los Angeles arms firm 
failed, but the idea remained. 

After G.W.U., he spent a year at Oxford 
and became hopelessly addicted to Brit- 
ish life. Back home, he bought German 
helmets at 50 cents apiece from a Rich- 
mond, Virginia, junkyard and sold them 
to the Aberdeen Proving Grounds Ord- 
nance Museum in Maryland for $4 each. 
The museum sold most of them profitably 
to Hollywood and theatrical costumers. 
With his own profit, Cummings bought 
antique guns, cleaned them up, and sold 
them to collectors. During the Korean War, 
he did a stint with the C.I.A., identifying 
captured weapons, then joined an arms 
firm with C.I.A. links. In two years, he had 
saved $25,000 (about the equivalent of 
$250,000 today) and found his own com- 
pany in competition. 


Cummings'’s modus operandi is sim- 
ple—he buys huge lots at rock-bottom 
prices, cornering the market. Then he 
cleans and repairs and resells at hun- 
dreds of percent markup. In Weapons: 
The International Game of Arms, Money 
and Diplomacy, Penthouse reporter Rus- 
sell Warren Howe noted that “when a 
stock of redundant weapons was about 
to come on the market, Cummings, 
through his subordinates, often passed 
the word around the world that his ware- 
houses were already overstocked with 
such material. If the story were true, Inter- 
arms could drive the price down if any- 
one bought the new supply and tried to 
unload it. If not true, it could still drive 
bids for the new stock of weapons 
down—enabling Interarms to outbid 
competitors more easily and secure the 
stock on highly profitable terms. If Inter- 
arms stocks of a weapon were genuinely 
high, Cummings could hold the trove from 
the market until the price rose again.” 

In the past, he has bought fighters, 
antiaircraft missiles, even submarines, but 
today he seems to have decided that 
small is beautiful. Can anyone guess how 
many billion rounds have been fired in 
the Persian Gulf war? He buys Commu- 
nist weapons, sometimes at the behest 
of the C.I.A., which wants them for eval- 
uation. He has often traded in Kalashni- 
kovs, for instance, including Ghalils, the 
pirated version made by Israel that is 
adapted to take NATO ammunition. Yet 
everyone who has investigated his op- 


' eration has agreed that it is aboveboard. 


In 1974, the Soviet feature agency No- 
vosti said that Cummings was a “mer- 
chant of death” who controlled "90 per- 
cent” of the world traffic in small arms. 
Two years later, Cummings told Howe that 
what Novosti had said was "true within a 
percentile or two.” 

His safest export profits come from the 
“sporting” trade, which he says "pays the 
overhead.” He has bought out all the ma- 
jor British firms, thus acquiring a repu- 
tation for craftsmanship and quality at 
much less than American labor costs. 

After President Kennedy was assas- 
sinated with a Mannlicher-Carcano car- 
bine from Italy, Remington and Winches- 
ter lobbied for a ban on foreign “sporting” 
weapons of this type. In 1976, Cummings 
told Howe that the 1968 Gun Control law 
was “the act to drive Sam Cummings out 
of business.” But Cummings still thrives. 

Recently, in this interview for Pent- 
house, Cummings told Howe that he be- 
lieves the day of the privateer is almost 
over. He foresees government officials 
running get-rich-quick shell games like 
lranscam, but nothing like the profes- 
sional operations of the past. 

He also thinks the heyday of the United 
States, the Soviet Union, and the other 
major military powers is largely over in 
the global arms trade—although he him- 
self is currently benefiting from the arti- 
ficially undervalued dollar to sell German 
pistols made in America to Germany. 
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The future, he says, lies in countries 
like South Korea, North Korea, Brazil, Ar- 
gentina, Chile, and eventually China, In- 
dia, and Japan. He himself is moving his 
industry to Communist China. 


Penthouse: Tell us about the arms trade 
in the current decade, the eighties. 
Cummings: Speaking broadly, the de- 
Cade is a slump, both elsewhere and in 
America, not only in military weapons but 
also in sporting weapons. In America, a 
very large sporting-arms market has 
been dead with the bankruptcy of a lot 
of famous old firms. The market itself is 
down, and the competition, such as it is— 
other than imports from Latin America 
and, beginning, in Asia, especially 
China—have also been thrown out of kil- 
ter because of the dollar's fall. 

The military market worldwide, with the 
exception of lran-lraq—[which is] not for 
us a legal market—has not collapsed, | 
wouldn't say, but really dropped. Just 
yesterday, for instance, | was talking to 
an old friend of mine who has now retired 
but who was formerly the managing di- 
rector of the largest arms organization in 
Scandinavia, and he was saying “What 
happened to our market?” And | said, 
“We've been asking ourselves that for the 
whole decade.” The booming market— 
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booming in every sense—of the arms 
world of the fifties, sixties, and seventies 
is gone with the wind. 

Penthouse: And there’s a far greater 
spread of competition. 

Cummings: Yes—major new competition 
in Latin America and Asia. European and 
American competitiveness, which was 
government-dominated, has disap- 
peared, probably forever. The Brazilian 
export market has matured. Argentina 
and even Chile have matured. In Asia, 
South Korea is a major exporter, and very, 
very price-competitive. Taiwan is. Sin- 
gapore is. And to a much lesser extent, 
India is. China is a major exporter, but up 
until now the Chinese have been trying 
to sell Russian weapons of the fifties and 
sixties vintage which, though good, are 
by and large obsolescent. 

So they've had their problems, but 
they're coming along fast with newer 
Western designs which they just plain 
copy—the classical Chinese method of 
copying everything down to the burn on 
the trouser leg is on the market. We are 
trying to develop, to whatever extent is 
possible, sporting arms for the American 
market [from China], because they have 
the capacity, they have the will, they have 
the skill. They don't have the direction. 
And we're beginning to move these items. 


| WAS AFRAID 
IT WOULD 
COME To THIS. 





Let's put it this way: We've given the 
Chinese several [small arms] items to 
make copies—popular Western models. 
We've told them, Look, if you can copy 
this item for this price, we will take X thou- 
sand a year. The Chinese have a willing- 
ness to do it, but we have so far experi- 
enced considerable aifficulty in getting 
them to move along in a correct technica! 
manner. They come out with the rifle, and 
it looks great, but then you test it and 
there are a myriad of little, not major 
problems, which they just havent done 
right. So we send our technicians over 
there for two or three weeks at the fac- 
tory, and they send their technical people 
back to the States, and on and on, and— 
touch wood—we hope that will come out, 
because that’s an interesting aspect for 
the future. 

Penthouse: Shouldn't India be an up- 
coming production market? 

Cummings: Should be, but, | tell you, they 
have the Chinese tendency to go more 
for looks than for technical accuracy, and 
we have problems with their items. 
Penthouse: Suppose the Japanese de- 
cided that their constitution, which bans 
them from sending forces overseas, 
doesn't ban them from exporting arms. 
Cummings: Let’s hope they don't! The 
Japanese have really strong psycholog- 
ical brainwash resulting from World War 
II's result on them—although they really 
won it, if you analyze it in a true sense. 
They don't like to be in the arms busi- 
ness. Now, | know [that] on the other side 
of the world, Krupp, the German arms 
manufacturers, have reversed them- 
selves. After World War Il, they said, “We'll 
never make any form of arms again.” Now 
they are. The Japanese have not re- 
versed their position. They have to a slight 
degree entered the world’s sporting mar- 
ket, but they're not too competitive. 

Interestingly enough, the Japanese 
decided to get into the sporting-arms 
market some years ago when the market 
was much more favorable, and they 
couldn't really do it. The Koreans did, but 
the Japanese couldn't. Let's hope they 
don't, but if they do they could be a ma- 
jor—they could dominate the market in 
certain categories, if they put their minds 
to it as they did with basic products. Only 
time will tell. 

Penthouse: What about China? 
Cummings: They first invited me to China 
in 1979. | was the first Western merchan- 
diser in that field to go, and | met at thal 
time not only with the production people 
but also with the People’s Liberation Army. 
They had some very interesting arms 
And | visited some factories, and so forth. 
At that time, they had a very long way to 
go. Today, they still have a long way to 
go, but they ve made up a lot of time. | 
think by the end of the next decade, China 
will be in a very good exporting position. 
Penthouse: Bul South Korea is at least a 
generation ahead? 

Cummings: At least. The South Koreans 
are a ball of fire. They don't want anything 
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to stop ‘em. They worry the Japanese. 
Nobody else worries the Japanese but 
the South Koreans. 

Penthouse: So why did you choose 
China? Surely, South Korea would be 
more efficient? 

Cummings: The South Koreans have 
done excellently in the military-weapons 
field. They haven't, thank goodness, really 
tried to get into sporting arms. If they did, 
they would certainly be a major influ- 
ence. All we can do is keep an eye on it. 
When we've suggested that they might 
like to produce this or that, they've said 
that they don't have the capacity be- 
cause they're too tied in with military 
[production]. 

South Korea produces sporting am- 
munition, which is relatively a modest as- 
pect and has a couple of Achilles’ heels 
when you make it abroad. One is freight 
costs, which counts in ammunition, and 
the other is the duty and excise taxes, 
which are proportionally higher. Reming- 
ton and Winchester still know very much 
what they're doing in the ammunition 
business. In my view, they can't really be 
competed against in the ammunition 
business. 

Penthouse: You sound as if you and other 
American arms dealers have been so 
washed out of the military arms market 
by the South Americans and the Asians 


and by governments that you're now more 
into sporting arms. 
Cummings: It pays overhead! And Amer- 
ica is of course the largest sporting mar- 
ket in the world, and that's important to us. 
Penthouse: When we asked about South 
Korea, we were speaking more in terms 
of military weapons. 
Cummings: Okay, military weapons: The 
South Koreans would be No. 1 in the ex- 
port market if they decided that was what 
they really wanted to be. They make 
American items and they already sell 
some of them. But they don’t usually pro- 
duce for export, except for the M-16, 
which they do sell worldwide, although 
they're not allowed to under both the Colt 
[Industries] and American-government 
requirements for that contract. But they 
[the Tong I! Industries Company of the 
Reverend Sun Myung Moon, which has 
the M-16 franchise for Korea] do sell them 
worldwide, anyway. 

| know that whenever we sell M-16s, 
within a week of the deal somebody from 
South Korea will say, “We could give them 
to you much more cheaply—why don't 
you take ours?” Well, the answer is sim- 
ple: We have an arrangement with Colt, 
who make the only guaranteed Colt 
products. The South Koreans will give a 
guarantee themselves, but it can’t be 
marked Colt, obviously, and that means 


“Okay, fartface, what's this 
bullshit about you losing the will to live?” 
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a lot to buying governments. But | agree 
with you that South Korea could be a ma- 
jor producer of weapons. 

Penthouse: Singapore? Taiwan? 
Cummings: Both are producers. The Tai- 
wanese are not competitive with the South 
Koreans for the moment. And they don't 
know what tomorrow will bring as far as 
the Taiwanese political situation goes. In 
South Korea wages are very low. Costs 
will rise; but they are so far behind Japan, 
they will still be competitive. 

Penthouse: |In military exports, the U.S. 
world share is down to less than half of 
what it was. Isn't it close to 12 percent 
now? 

Cummings: We always say, “Ten percent. 
sure.” It's between ten and 15. 
Penthouse: Do you think it will fall below 
ten percent permanently after 1990? 
Cummings: | agree entirely. Everybody is 
down, other than Brazil, Korea, the new 
countries. Even Argentina, where labor is 
not all that cheap, is up. Chile is a new 
factor. These countries are coming along 
and taking it away from the big countries. 

The largest factor in the market in the 

decade of the eighties has been the lran- 
Iraq war, and although both sides have 
obtained enough to keep on going, they 
miss critical items. Iran is totally prohib- 
ited to us, although of course we're not 
unaware of the American covert opera- 
tion. Iraq is not really prohibited, but they 
have their own sources through Egypt, 
saudi Arabia, and so forth, and the Rus- 
sians have resumed supplies to both of 
them. Iran gets more from a combination 
of Western countries. North Korea is per- 
haps the largest single supplier, but it 
doesn't account for more than 25 per- 
cent, and Iran is getting more from the 
Russians than before. North Korea has 
supplied Chinese tanks and aircraft. 
Penthouse: So North Korea is the export- 
market threat to Russia that South Korea 
is to the United States? 
Cummings: The North Koreans had been 
totally out of the world arms market until 
the Iran-lraq war. We tried to talk to them 
for years, but no reaction—no reply to 
anything. 

They still have, curiously enough, a lot 
of stuff they captured from the Ameri- 
cans in the Korean War, when X Corps 
disintegrated up on the Yalu, and they 
just fled leaving their whole equipment, 
everything. One of the early things they 
supplied to the Iranians was U.S. 155-mil- 
limeter howitzer ammunition which was 
captured in the Korean War from us. 

| have talked to the Iranians, with wnom 
we keep in regular contact, because we 
never know when Khomeini won't be in- 
vited to Washington for Thanksgiving— 
nothing is impossible. We keep up with 
their permanent representatives in En- 
gland. 

| asked them about that “155" ammu- 
nition, and | told them that the fuse was 
defective because it was a World War II 
fuse made of aluminum and it oxidized. 
All the fuses were changed after the Ko- 
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rean War, and the [replacement] fuse is 
still made and used by NATO. And the 
lranians said, We had terrible fuse prob- 
lems. We had maybe one in three which 
worked, but at that moment that had to 
be good enough. We couldn't get it any- 
where except in North Korea. 
Penthouse: Talking of Iran, did you ever 
get involved with [retired major general 
Richard] Secord? 

Cummings: Look, in the trade, Secord was 
totally unknown! He was never an ar- 
maments dealer! [Albert] Hakim—totally 
unknown! [Manucher] Ghorbanifer—to- 
tally unknown! Nobody ever heard of them 
in the armaments business—not only us, 
' but everybody else. These chaps had a 
fixed market. They were given the ma- 
terial by the U.S. government at a gov- 
ernment price, which is bound to be, by 
far, under the market price for identical 
or similar items, and it was shipped for 
them by the government. All they had to 
do was tell the Iranians to pay so much 
to this or that Swiss account or accounts, 
and hope the ayatollahs had a better 
secretary than Ollie North's! 

lt was an absolute no-lose situation. So 
| view all these hearings with a certain 
mild cynicism. North & Company or 
McFarlane & Company or Poindexter & 
Company, ‘and, it may turn out, Reagan 
& Company just had no idea what they 
were doing! And instead of enquiring 
where they could go, and getting straight 
and accurate advice, they went ahead on 
this roll o' dice procedure, picking peo- 
ple out of the woodwork who would im- 
mediately promise them anything. 

They had nothing to lose. You can ask 
any Iranian waiter here in Monte Carlo or 
anywhere, and they will always find you 
a brother-in-law who is so-and-so in the 
Khomeini administration. This is the treat- 
ment these chaps got. It's pathetic! After 
all these years, and all the experience 
they have in government, they should 
have known better. 

It's easy for us to discuss this after the 
fact, but the details as they have been 
revealed are self-explanatory. They could 
not have done worse. They couldn't have 
been more amateurish! Who needs Ad- 
nan Khashoggi? Who needs the Israelis 
for such business? The Israelis are over- 
joyed to do it. They get rid of a lot of their 
own stuff, which they weren't going to use 
anyway, and get paid good money, and 
have it replaced with more modern stuff. 
! don’t blame them or Adnan or any of 
those fellows, but who needs them? 
Penthouse: Let's look to the future. By the 
year 2000, do you think there'll be a much 
greater spread of competition? 
Cummings: In the year 2000, the arms 
business will be even more directly in the 
hands of government, with their own sales 
agencies. The private sector will largely 
be, so far as one can project now, a relic 
of the past. 

There's no private business because, 
anyway, all the private business has to 
be government-licensed, which gives the 
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governments the whip hand, which they 
very strongly use. So that we see no real 
future for the private sector other than as 
direct government suppliers. 
Penthouse: So there won't be a new gen- 
eration of Sam Cummingses? 
Cummings: ! would doubt it. Unless 
there's an evolution which we can't for- 
see, | think this century has seen the end 
of it. There will always be privates doing 
some covert operations, but for govern- 
ment! We don’t regard that as private 
business, and frankly we prefer to stay 
away from it, because it usually gets out 
of control for one political-football reason 
or another, anyway, and the low man on 
the totem pole is always the private—you 
know, he can be thrown to the wolves, 
and the government can get... whichis 
what's happening now. 

Penthouse: You think there'll be an infes- 
tation of people like Secord hoping to 
make a million or so from a one-shot deal? 
Cummings: There will indeed! But they're 
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All they had to do 
was to tell the Iranians to 
pay so much to some 
Swiss account and hope the 
ayatollahs had a better 
secretary than Ollie North! 
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not really private arms dealers. With all 
due respect, Secord and others couldn't 
last five minutes in the normal market. 
They don't have anything. They don't have 
the funding. They just couldn't do it. Se- 
cord may be a better Air Force general 
than | would ever be, but with all due re- 
spect to Secord, I've forgotten a lot more 
about the arms business than he will ever 
know. And that doesn't make me an all- 
seeing eye, either. 

Penthouse: You still keep a massive arms 
inventory in Manchester? 

Cummings: Yes. We still feel we have to 
have it, in order to be able to compete 
with governments to such an extent as 
we can. We're still interested in buying. 
Penthouse: Do you think that it's safe to 
say that there will be no more major con- 
flicts, but a still greater profusion of 
smaller ones in the future? 

Cummings: Major conflicts occur by mis- 
take. The Reagans and the Gorbachevs 
don't know any more than you or |, in the 
end. Nobody knows whether there could 
be a conflict by accident. They would be 
fools to do it, but politics contains many 
fools, and we can't tell. The little conflicts 
will always crank along. Africa, you 


know—the mere map of it is so crazy! 
Penthouse: Do you have markets there? 
Cummings: No. That's the playground of 
the big powers, from the Cape to Cairo. 
The whole southern region is off-limits. 
The South Africans, as a result of our arms 
embargo, are exporters. They have a very 
efficient, high-quality arms industry. Their 
only export problem is price; they're very 
expensive. 

Penthouse: Where are the remaining big 
private markets for military arms? 
Cummings: Asia and the South Pacific, 
except Australia and New Zealand. The 
Philippines, Indonesia, still Malaysia, still 
to a certain extent Pakistan and India. 
Penthouse: Sri Lanka? 

Cummings: A little bit now, because of 
the problems. We have gotten some re- 
quests. Thailand's quiet at the moment. 
Africa—forget the whole continent; what- 
ever we sell, we sell indirectly, through 
the [British] government. South Amer- 
ica—forget it. They have no money, 
among other things. 

Penthouse: North Africa? 

Cummings: No, that's a playground for 
the big powers, too. The Egyptians can 
get something for nothing from the big 
powers, as they've always done since the 
time of Cleopatra. They've made some 
Western items under license since the 
time of Nasser. They have a surplus ca- 
pacity, and Egypt, like China, has more 
labor than it can ever use. They want 
things to be labor-intensive—it’s the ex- 
act opposite of our system, They need to 
keep people working, so we're buying 
some handguns from Egypt. 

Penthouse: What about Turkey? Isn't that 
a market because of congressional limi- 
tations in sales by the Greek lobby? 
Cummings: Turkey should be a better 
market than it is. Turkey is also to some 
extent an exporter—the government 
arms industry. | was the first [merchan- 
diser} to visit them from the West, way 
back in 1952. The Turks, with Western 
European assistance, had set up modern 
plants, primarily ammunition and some 
light weapons. But they’ve never been a 
competitive element on the market. 

There’s an organizational problem in 
Turkey. They have an internal problem 
with the Kurds, and a smail, not very im- 
portant one with the Armenians. But 
they're not a factor on the world market. 
Their prices are not nearly as competitive 
as they should be. They can't keep up 
with big orders. 

And administratively, it's hard to fight 
your way through, in Ankara. Ataturk 
moved the capital to Ankara to get it away 
from the fleshpots of Istanbul. | don't know 
that you have a lot of fleshpots in Ankara, 
but you have a lot of lassitude. Not easy 
to deal with. Very pleasant people, per- 
sonally, but nothing ever happens. 
Penthouse: Fascinating. 

Cummings: That's the best word for the 
arms business. It may not always be prof- 


itable, in the way it was, but it's always | 


fascinating. Ot—g 
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e!/ believe that God 


put one man and one woman 


here for everyone. 


Life's happiness is meant 


to be shared.® 





e/ love having my ears and 
neck kissed and 
nibbled. But nothing turns 
me on more than 
being wanted and being 
teased to death.® 
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Lisa Renee Bradford is a direct descen- 
dant of Pilgrim William Bradford, that stern 
and venerated founding father who ar- 
rived in America on the Mayflower in 1620 
and became governor of Plymouth col- 
ony soon after. While there is no telling 
what Pilgrim Bradford might think of lovely 
Lisa's appearance in Penthouse, Lisa's 
own thoughts on the matter are rather 
clear and plainly put. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY 
HANK LONDONER 
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“Being in Penthouse,” blond-haired, green-eyed Lisa 

says, “is both a challenge and a privilege. It's a chal- 

lenge to look and be my best, sexually and physically; 

and it's a privilege because it’s something I've craved 

and dreamed about for a long time. It’s a major ac- 

complishment. I'm glad that my boyfriend encouraged 
me to go ahead with it.” 
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Currently a model, Lisa, whose vital 35-22-35 statistics are an im- 

posing asset, also dabbles in real estate. “I love working hard for 

the things | want out of life,” she states. “If | had more free time, I'd 
simply work harder.” 
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"| hate being rushed during a good meal, and 
| hate being wakened from a sound sleep, and 
| hate hypocrites. And | hate it when I'm not 
getting any sex.” 


skitt and bra by La Croppia. background courtesy of the Tunnel, kngerie by Only Hearts 
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"| think it 
would be just 
great to 
experience 
about five 
men at 

one time— 
including my 
boyfriend, 

of course.” 
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“I'm very open,” Lisa says. “| tell men what | like and what 
| want.” One thing she wants is “to bring children into the 
world.” Of that. even Pilgrim Bradford would likely be proud. 
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Although this is the time of year 
to celebrate Veterans Day. it 
also is the time to take stock 
of the fate of veterans in this, 
the last year of the Reagan 
presidency. If the past is any 
guide, it is likely that any real 
consideration of emerging 
veterans issues and problems 
will be put on hold and that the 
glide-path approach associ- 
ated with current ones will, 
sadly, remain much the same. 
In looking ahead, it is prudent 
to remember the danger of 
drifting into such half-baked 
solutions as assigning Ma- 
rines the mission of “peace- 
keeping” in Beirut in 1983. 

The Reagan administra- 
tion's war on AIDS seems to be 
yet another example of the 
White House's history of half- 
baked policies. If the past is 
any guide, veterans are likely 
to become reluctant warriors 
in the AIDS battle, regardiess 
of the fact that their participa- 
tion will be more symbolic than 
real. Similarly, a number of 
these veterans, through no 
fault of their own, may be 
placed at severe risk due to 
the administration's contem- 
plated AlDS-testing program. 

The advice provided to the 
President on this issue has 
been divided. Gary L. Bauer, 
the President's domestic-pol- 
icy adviser, and Education 
Secretary William J. Bennett 
have urged that mandatory 
testing of all patients admitted 
to Veterans Administration 
hospitals be ordered. Yet 
medical experts at the V.A. are 
vigorously Opposed to this 
policy. Although the Justice 
Department has already an- 
nounced plans to test federal 
prisoners and would-be im- 
migrants, it makes little sense 
to place veterans and their de- 
pendents and survivors into 
such categories. 
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eWho will pay for 
veterans with AIDS? This 
issue will explode 
in the next few years.9 


THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER 


The AIDS issue is the best 
candidate in years for mind- 
less demagoquery, and V.A. 
doctors are justifiably con- 
cerned that positive test re- 
sults. whether false or correct, 
might be improperly dis- 
closed to insurance-company 
employees or others outside 
V.A. hospitals. If testing is ex- 
panded to include groups at 
very low risk of infection, these 
doctors say, some uninfected 
individuals will be falsely la- 
beled as carriers and will suf- 
fer a variety of untoward social 
consequences. As Dr. Ste- 
phen G. Pauker of the Tufts 
University Medical School 
warned recently, “In such 
groups, the false positives 
could easily outnumber the 
true positives, and [the false- 
positive rate] doesn't need to 
gO up very much to create a 
social catastrophe. - 

The V.A.’s medical-service 
professionals have made an 
honest effort to do more than 
talk about AIDS. Under the 
leadership of Dr. John A. 
Gronvall, the V.A.'s chief med- 
ical director, a special office 
has been set up to coordinate 
treatment, research, and all 
other activities related to AIDS. 
This commonsense approach 
is consistent with the best of 
V.A. medicine. Today, the V.A. 
cares for nearly six percent of 





all AIDS patients—and this 
figure will surely grow as pri- 
vate insurance coverage for 
AIDS becomes prohibitively 
costly and/or unobtainable. 
Notwithstanding the V.A. 
physicians opposition to man- 
datory AIDS testing, the V.A. 
health-care system is, on a cost- 
effective basis, better able to 
deal with the problem of AIDS 
than private hospitals or other 
public medical systems. Ac- 
cording to Veterans of Foreign 
Wars spokesman Cooper Holt, 
the V.A.’s cost for a single 
screening test is approxi- 
mately $5, and the cost for a cor- 
roborative test is $17. The cost 
of these tests in the private 
sector range as high as $30 
and $45, respectively. Simi- 
larly, the V.A. estimate of 
$20,000 per year to treat an 
AIDS patient is half to two-thirds 
the cost of the private sector. 
This indicates once again the 
value of using V.A. health costs 
to determine a fair price for 
private health care and to help 
curb the nation’s burgeoning 
medical and hospital costs. 
Lurking behind the financial 
and emotional costs of caring 
for an AIDS victim is the fact 
that members of the armed 
services who contract the dis- 
ease while on active duty will 
become veterans with a prima 
facie case of a service-con- 





nected disability. Further 
complicating this situation are 
the questions about disability 
benefits for military personnel 
on active duty who contract 
AIDS, veterans who presently 
are receiving benefits for dis- 
eases other than AIDS, and 
veterans not receiving bene- 
fits who subsequently con- 
tract the disease. How these 
persons will be treated by the 
Social Security Administration 
as well as the V.A. is a public- 
policy issue likely to explode 
in the 1990s. 

At present, the S.S.A. uses 
the rule that a patient must 
have “fully developed AIDS" 
in order to qualify more or less 
automatically for disability 
benefits. (Since September 1, 
the S.S.A. has established that 
a person will also qualify if 
there is either dementia or 
wasting syndrome present with 
the AIDS virus. To date, the re- 
sults of using this new defini- 
tion are inconclusive in deter- 
mining how many more 
individuals will qualify for dis- 
ability benefits.) In cases 
where the AIDS condition is not 
fully developed, various ex- 
aminations of the individual's 
ability to work are required be- 
fore benefits are awarded. 

Though this all is very bu- 
reaucratically proper, it pays 
scant attention to the emo- 
tional condition of AIDS vic- 
tims and the unwillingness of 
employers to hire them or keep 
them on the job. In the case of 
veterans, this kind of discrim- 
ination may be impossible to 
overcome—regardless of the 
circumstances by which the 
disease was acquired. Unrea- 
sonable fear may well turn 
AIDS victims, both veteran and 
nonveteran alike, into pariahs 
not acceptable by the V.A. or 
society at large.—William R. 
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eAlthough the case 

for involuntary sex testing seems 
indefensible, the 

frenzy to measure candidates 

on the peter-meter of 

convention will not quickly pass.% 








A sexual fitness test for presidential candidates may be right 

ADVISE & DISSENT around the corner. The people, it is assumed in spots as 
a SSE EE EE EE SS SE urbane. as. JhetNew, York: Times; have a:stakexin= knowing 
whether the future leader of the free world ever has, ever 

OPINION would, or is now sleeping with an actress-model not his wife. 

Ina spasm of Adultery Madness, in which the media elite 

went rolling along, Gary Hart was cast out of the race without 

BY PHILIP NOBILE pity. When they came for the front-running adulterer, there 

ws was hardly anybody left to mention that, cutting all the flap- 

The author is articles editor doodle about character, Hart was a lucky man who carried 

ee he sbi on a varied venereal existence that is envied, as well as 

imitated, by most of his age, class, education, and gender. 


States of America 
vs, Sex (Minotaur Press). lf Hart had shunned extramarital affairs, he would have been 


Statistically abnormal—in other words, an oddball in his own 
cohort. That is the trouble with sexual tests. Who will do the 
THE grading? According to whose rules? Under what circum- 

stances? The odor of the Hart debacle ts the best argument 









for a unilateral freeze on overground testing of this kind. 

Where reporters might now hesitate to tread, sexologists 
hasten. During a symposium called “Aggressive Behavior 
and the Nuclear Age” at the recent 8th World Congress of 
Sexology in Heidelberg, a panel of experts noted a close 
connection between orgasms and mushroom clouds. Imag- 
ine a president, one of the sex scientists said, who was swept 
away by cataclysm, a rare paraphilia supposedly acquired 
by Hitler, Idi Amin, and Bokassa. Somebody like them could 
sit on the nuclear button just because tt felt good. How can 
we keep perverts out of the White House Situation Room? 
Require psychiatric evaluation of the sex fantasies of can- 
didates, the scientist remarked to applause. 

A member of the audience lampooned the unthinkable 
recommendation, observing that the only politician who dared 
to drop the bomb in anger, on two separate occasions, was 
a spectacularly spousal husband named Harry Truman. 

Although the case for involuntary sex testing seems ethi- 
cally indefensible, the frenzy to measure candidates on the 
peter-meter of convention will not quickly pass. The momen- 
tum is too great. When it comes to political safe sex, fairness 
demands that other taboo breakers be treated with the same 
shabbiness as Hart. 

Sally Quinn of The Washington Post insists on a complete 
libido scan. “If you want to be president, then youre going 
to have to agree to have everything about your life scruti- 
nized, because that man or that woman. . . is going to have 
life-and-death power over everybody on the whole planet,” 
Quinn decreed. This is a repeat of the nooky-to-nuke theory 
favored by some sexologists. Actually, Quinn was in a flam- 
ing rage over the humiliation inflicted on the media-scorned 
Lee Hart, “pinned like a butterfly to cardboard, only her wings 
still fluttering.” Ina story that revealed less about the contro- 
versy than the reporter herself, she advised the wives of 
politicians to answer adultery with the guillotine of divorce. 
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lt would have made Quinn's day if Mrs. Hart had scratched 
her husband's face by calling a press conference and an- 
nouncing, in Quinn's words, “ ‘I've had it. | won't be part of 
this charade anymore!’ ” 

On the home front, cheating in bed is morally akin toracism 
and wife abuse, according to New Yorker staff writer Suzan- 
nah Lessard. Hart was the first casualty of the dump-the- 
womanizers movement developed by Lessard in The Wash- 
ington Monthly several years ago. “A feminist sensibility has 
seeped into the public consciousness sufficiently to make 
philandering appear, to many, at best unattractive, maybe 
unacceptable, and possibly even alarming where the can- 
didate’s emotions and psychology are concerned,’ she com- 
mented in Newsweek in the aftermath of Donna Rice. 

Lessard’s gripe is simple and contradicted by political 
reality. She believes that elected adulterers are lousy fem- 
inists because they handle women like objects. Ted Kennedy 
was her original target in The Washington Monthly. Yet Ken- 
nedy, forgetting his dating patterns, is a loud advocate of 
women's rights in Congress. Surely, a faithful Republican 
husband whose wife really is his best friend but who votes 
against abortion and the E.R.A. is a much lousier feminist. 
Nonetheless, this obvious dichotomy between sex and pol- 
itics slips by Lessard. 

Ellen Goodman, the thinking man’s sister on The Boston 
Globe, pushed the Esalen “emotional landscape” approach 
whereby masses of armchair analysts like you and me would 
ponder a candidate's nooners against a backdrop of other 
personality traits. “You learn about his capacity for decep- 
tion,” she contended in her column. “You learn about his 
impulsiveness, self-control, even the ability to compartmen- 
talize ethics.” 

Does Goodman mean that Senator Barbara Mikulski (D- 
Md.), accused of being an “antimale feminist” by her op- 
ponent last year, should be sleuthed in order to weigh Mikul- 
ski's capacity for deception? Since abortion equals murder 
to many Americans, must Representative Pat Schroeder (D- 
Col.) be quizzed unmercifully about every conception lest 
she get away with hidden ethical selectivity? 

Surprisingly, the pope of practicing feminists, Gloria Stei- 
nem, departed from the dubious dogma that a statesman 
with an eye for an ankle is a risk to national security and 
domestic tranquility. Taking a more sophisticated view of the 
way the erogenous zone works, she condemned the hypoc- 
risy of holding office seekers to the standards of the sexual 
minority. “We as a public have to make it more possible for 
our candidates to be honest,” Steinem said. “Right now we 
are still forcing them to be dishonest if they don't live a par- 
ticular kind of life that a very small percentage of Americans 
now live.” 

So much for the lofty posturing of Quinn, Lessard, and 
Goodman, who mistakenly compare character with the qual- 
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ity and quantity of a politician's sex habits, as if the delicate 
mix of hormones, individual histories, and intimate marital 
arrangements can be inspected for traces of civic virtue or 
vice. For one-eyed feminists, the matter of character is merely 
a Trojan horse filled with resentment for the polyerotic nature 
of males and the necessary illusions that civilization imposes 
on the married state. 

Despite the shame of Tailgate, Lessard correctly dis- 
cerned a Cultural transition that permits the media to inform 
on husbands in high places. Although she attributed this shift 
to a general upsurge in feminist sympathy, the proximate 
Cause is a failure of nerve among some reporters and editors 
to do the decent thing. Under the cover of character, appar- 
ently the first refuge of a journalist-scoundrel, The Miami Her- 
ald and The Washington Post terminated the career of Gary 
Hart. “I think its one of democracy’s finest hours,” pro- 
claimed the large-hearted Michael Gartner, editor of the 
Louisville Courier-Journal. “It wasn't a bad man, it isn't an 
evil man, but it’s aman who clearly, the process says, shouldn't 
become the president of the United States.” 

lf we apply the process—that Is, a sexual test to the White 
House—the pool of available applicants would shrink se- 
verely. Consider the size of the purge: According to the Kin- 
sey survey, about half of American men go down with Hart 
on grounds of adultery; one-third would have a tough time 
explaining a homosexual experience to orgasm; 70 percent 
have “objectified” women by paying for sex: 17 percent of 
farm boys have enjoyed themselves with animals, etc. 

Once the private files are thrown open, the buck cannot 
stop with behavior alone. If we truly worry about the possible 
atomic fallout of illicit but common expressions of sex, then 
we ought to be terrified by more dislocating dysfunctions, 
like priapism, vaginismus, and excitement-phase disorders. 
We should be asking whether a president with Peyronie's 
disease or chronic honeymoon cystitis can be trusted a fin- 
gertip away from World War III. Of course, such inquiries are 
too indecorous to pose seriously—even though an inhibited 
commander in chief is conceivably more hazardous than a 
free-loving one. 

Reasonable male pundits also disagree about letting a 
thousand adulteries bloom in campaign coverage. Harking 
toa populism of rumors, New Republic Editor Michael Kins- 
ley wants to break up the “antidemocratic conspiracy” of 
journalists who keep all the juicy stuff to themselves. Yet for- 
mer N.A. editor Hendrik Hertzberg takes an utterly opposite 
view, citing “the degradation of the public sphere.” 

Perhaps the most despicable friend is one who tells a hus- 
band or wife that the other is fooling around. There are always 
defenses for such betrayal. They often come very cheap— 
like those of Quinn, Lessard, Goodman, Gartner, and Kinsley. 

Where were they when J. Edgar Hoover really needed 
them to squeal on Martin Luther King?O+—,q 
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@Ever since we were 
little girls, the world seemed 
to end right here, 
where the waves come in.® 





ae have been coming 


here, to this stretch of beach hidden among the rocks of the 

Adriatic coast, for as long as they can remember. Long ago, 

there were sand castles, fashioned beneath the gaze of their 

mothers smiling eyes. Then later, at twilights, there were boys, 

held close beneath blankets. Then there came a day when 
they lay alone, together. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY JOHN COPELAND 
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Evelyn, the daughter of 

English parents who moved 
here before she was born, is a 
bookkeeper for a shipping 

firm in Trieste, to the north; 

Kati, an heiress of local renown. 
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“Ever since we were little girls,” blond Evelyn 
Says, “the world seemed to end right 
here, where the waves come in.” Kati smiles 
and caresses her friend: “It was always 
like dreamland, this place. We grew up, | 
guess, but we're still dreamers.” 























Their bodies 


come 
together in 
the surf. 
Their mouths 
open, their 
eyes close, 
as ifina 
dream. 
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almost three hours, and still wanted more. 
She asked each of them to call up a few 
friends. “| need dick, and a lot of it,” was 
all she said. Our new friends complied, 
and soon ten understudies were in our 
living room. 

The film went on for hours. Kay would 
fuck a few of the guys while jerking off 
some of the others. The last guy finally 
left at 4:30 a.m. Kay crawled over to me, 
smiled, and said, “Now it’s your turn, 
baby.” All | could do was lie back and 
enjoy her warm mouth on my cock. She 
massaged my nuts and sucked me dry. 
The next morning, we went downstairs to 
view our tape. Kay stroked my dick with 
her soft, strong hands as we watched. 
When | came, she said, “Next time you 
Star, and /'// direct." See you at the mov- 
ies!'—Name and address withheld 


EXTRACURRICULAR ACTIVITY 
| am currently a senior at a major mid- 
western universily. Having just finished a 
rather strenuous few weeks of study, | was 
looking forward to going out with my 
friends and relieving some tension. Little 
did | know that | would be releasing more 
than just homework-related stress that 
fateful night. 

My friends and | had been drinking at 


a local tavern since class let out at 4 pm 
The munchies finally set in around mid- 
night, and we headed for a convenience 
store to look for food. However, once 
there. | found something other than food 
to satisfy my appetite. As we were walk- 
ing out, | met an old female acquaintance 
from freshman year named Rhonda. 
Rhonda is five foot eight and has blond 
hair, blue eyes, and breasts so firm she 
needs no bra. Basically speaking, she’s 
as hot as the melting midwestern snow. 

She came over and said hello. From 
the word go there was a strong attraction 
between us. After our greeting, | ditched 
my friends while Rhonda purchased a six- 
pack of beer. She asked me to accom- 
pany her back to her all-female dorm. As 
we walked, | grabbed her shapely buns 
and got no argument. | knew | was in for 
more than just a good-night kiss. 

When we arrived at her dorm, we sat 
down on the terrace and quenched our 
thirst with a few cold drafts. In between, 
we kissed and she told me that she had 
always been very attracted to me. She 
went on to say that she wanted to fuck 
me right there on the spot! Unfortunately, 
even at that late hour, people still pa- 
trolled the place. However, to show me 
that she meant business, she stuck my 
hand down her skimpy panties and 
stuffed my fingers into her steaming, vo- 
luptuous snatch. She let out a moan and 
told me to finger her as hard as | could. 
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she made a grab for my rock-hard dick. 
By this time, we wanted each other with 
such an uncontrollable desire that we de- 
cided to take our passion inside, literally! 

Due to the fact that it was an all-female 
dorm, we had to be very careful not to 
get caught. Fortunately, we were able to 
make our way to the basement laundry 
room. Rhonda climbed on top of a table, 
and | had her wet panties and skirt off in 
no time. Her gleaming snatch smiled up 
at me. | touched the pointy nipples of her 
breasts and they stuck out like lasers. | 
stuck my hand into her dripping vagina 
while she sucked on my stiff member. All 
she could whimper was “Fuck me now.” 
We fucked on the table until | exploded 
like a volcano. She came with such in- 
tensity, | thought | had died and gone to 
heaven. 

By now my knees were quite bruised 
from humping on the table’s hard sur- 
face. We decided to go up to her room 
via a back staircase. Once we got there, 
our self-control vanished. We tore each 
other's clothes off, and | devoured her for 
the next ten minutes. All | heard from her 
was “Yes! Yes! Yes!" as she spurted her 
juices onto my face. Afterward, we fucked 
with: fervor. 

Exhausted, | leftin a hurry so! wouldn't 
be found out by the dorm staff. Sadly, 
Rhonda has a boyfriend down south. so 
this won't be a regular occurrence. How- 
ever, neither one of us will ever forget this 
night of pleasure. Graduation presents do 
come early for some of us—Name and 
address withheld 


DOUBLE TIME 

| am a 23-year-old divorced mother with 
two boyfriends, Dave and Gary. They are 
both in the military, so | see them on a 
rotating basis. Both men fulfill different 
needs in my life, and with them, | am 
complete. Last weekend, a strange thing 
occurred—both lovers showed up at my 
apartment. 

Now I'm sitting with the two men | love 
the most in this world. It’s late, around 11, 
and weve been watching a movie, 
Somewhere in Time. |'ve had a long day, 
and | lay my head on Dave's shoulder. He 
reaches up and rubs my hair. Across from 
me, in the armchair, Gary looks away. Al- 
though | choose Dave, | really want them 
both. | excuse myself to go to the bath- 
room. Once there, | decide to brush my 
teeth. | play with my hair for a few minutes 
and then go back to the living room. 

Gary is nowhere to be seen. Dave is 
nude, standing on the soft fur rug that 
Gary likes, which is spread over the car- 
pet. Two pillows are on it. He comes to 
me and takes my face in his hands. His 
tongue explores my mouth gently and | 
melt against him, my hands sliding over 
his roughened back. 

Suddenly, there is a second pair of 
hands on my shoulders while Dave's are 
still gently rubbing my face. These hands 
Caress lightly and slide teasingly down 
my sides, coming forward to cup my 
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breasts. A light tongue spins burning cir- 
cles up my neck and into my ear. I've 
stopped responding to Dave; I'm startled 
and confused by this second tongue and 
pair of large, gentle hands. A voice (it can 
only be Gary's) breathes in my ear, “Re- 
lax. Enjoy. This is for you.” His head drops 
to my neck, licking gently, and | have to 
restrain a gasp of pleasure. Dave has left 
my mouth and is now kissing my eyes 
and throat. | breathe a name, a question, 
and his mouth covers my other ear. “I love 
you,” he whispers. “Everything's okay.” 
My shirt is slowly unbuttoned and my 
zipper pulled down. Gary slides down my 
body until he’s on his knees, and then 
starts down my jeans, every move 
marked by his lips and tongue. Dave 
slides his wet finger into his mouth and 
licks it slowly. Then he draws cool wet 
circles on my breast, following with his 
scalding tongue. My jeans are down and 
Gary slithers up me again while Dave and 
his tongue work their way down. His head 
brushes my muff: | quake, tense, and re- 
lax again. Gary, his gentle hands teasing 
my breasts, lies down, pulling me back 
with him. He lies beside me, sucking and 
kneading my breasts while Dave sucks 
on my toes. My legs are spread and I'm 
hot, so hot. | groan a “please,” and strain 
upward; | need something to touch my 
clit. Gary opens my mouth with his tongue 
and his hand tickles a breast. His hot 
tongue ties around mine, and then | feel 
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another hot tongue flicking lightly across 
my clit. | almost scream, it feels so good. 
| never knew how good it could be, Dave's 
head buried between my legs and Gary 
probing my mouth and teasing my nip- 
ples. | can't organize all the sensations, 
but then | don't care anymore. Gary drops 
his head to a breast and sucks while Dave 
wraps his lips around my clit and sucks. 
| scream as the fire washes over me. It 
goes on and on, and they won't stop until 
| beg them to. 

Then Dave gently turns me over on all 
fours and Gary wiggles his body partly 
underneath me. The same time, Gary 
grabs my head and pulls it to his, his 
tongue ramming mine. | feel Dave's cock, 
so hot, so hard, filling me up. | lurch and 
groan. Gary keeps my mouth busy while 
he reaches down and rubs my still-ach- 
ing clit with his gentle fingers. | can't take 
it. | pitch and squirm, but Dave holds me 
firmly at the hips, Gary wraps his strong 
arm around my neck, and they just keep 
going. | can feel myself starting to come, 
and | scream their names. Dave's penis 
is ramming into me so hard, so good, and 
Gary's fingers are rubbing my clit. | can't 
stand it, and | come explosively, bucking 
so hard they can scarcely hold me. Then 
Dave comes, ramming himself even 
deeper inside me. 

No sooner does he pull out when he 
sits up, and | am turned and pulled down 
directly onto Gary's dick. Dave presses 
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himself against me from behind, and | lean 
back into him. His hands come around to 
replace Gary's on my clit, and Gary 
clamps his onto my waist, pulling me into 
his rhythm, moving me to his own time. | 
come again immediately as Dave sucks 
on the back of my neck, his hand becom- 
ing a wild thing on my clit. Gary screams 
and arches his body back, and then | do, 
too, throwing myself against Dave, feel- 
ing Gary's penis throb and pulse within 
me. | fallon top of him, and we roll to face 
each other while Dave circles around my 
back. Then we sleep. 

Afterward, | murmur my love for them, 
my pain at losing them individually and 
my joy at having them both. They whisper 
love and promises. | feel safe, protected, 
and happy. What woman could possibly 
go wrong with two lovely men?—Name 
and adoress withheld 


YOU ARE WHAT YOU EAT 

lam a 23-year-old, average-looking, av- 
erage-built male who just recently grad- 
uated from college. What | experienced 
the night before graduation will burn in 
my mind forever. It all started around 
7 pm. when a few friends and | went to a 
local bar one last time. We hadn't quite 
been there a half hour when we ran into 
some very attractive ladies we knew from 
class. | asked one to dance (I'll call her 
Sandi). Well, Sandi and | got going pretty 
heavy on the dance floor, and pretty soon 
my throbbing dick couldn't take any more. 
| needed some relief and fast, so | invited 
her to my place. Sandi didn't have one of 
the best reputations on campus, but | only 
cared about a night of wild, abandoned 
fucking and sucking. 

When we got to my place, | dimmed 
the lights and put some records on the 
record player. Within five minutes she 
begged me to fuck her doggie-style. | 
quickly obliged by guiding my nine-inch 
fuck pole into her very wet and tight pussy. 
She moaned in ecstasy, and it only took 
a couple of minutes for me to shoot a 
steaming load of jism into her little snatch. 

After fucking her to climax, | lay down 
on the couch to rest; but Sandi had other 
ideas, and quickly came over and planted 
that fur-burger of hers on my mouth while 
taking the purple head of my cock into 
hers. My magical tongue brought Sandi 
to multiple orgasms. After our first fuck, | 
had a little more control, and | sat up as 
she kept sucking my dick for all she was 
worth. | felt the come rising the length of 
my dick, and seconds later | made my 
second deposit. As soon as Sandi was 
finished blowing me, she ran into the 
kitchen for a few minutes. At the time | 
really didn't think about it much. Our love 
session was over for the night, so we both 
went to bed. 

| awoke the next morning with a warm 
hand gently stroking my manhood. It felt 
So good | just lay in bed for about ten 
minutes while Sandi finished jacking off 
my cock. | soon blew a third load over 
her stomach. | got up and dressed my- 
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self, and as we were walking out of my 
apartment, | noticed that she was eating 
a Popsicle. She asked me if | wanted one, 
since | had not eaten any breakfast. | said 
sure. While we were in the Car on our way 
to take her home, | asked her what kind 
of Popsicles we were eating; they tasted 
unusual. She told me that after she'd 
sucked my dick last night, she saved the 
come in a Cup, poured it into ice trays, 
and made Popsicles. 

When she told me this, | nearly ran off 
the road, But after | thought about it, | 
figured it was my own come and, to be 
honest, it didn't taste bad. We reached 
her house and kissed good-bye. | will 
probably never see Sandi again, but will 
remember that night forever—Name and 
address withheld 


HERE'S LOOKING AT YOU 

My husband George and | thoroughly en- 
joy reading “Forum” and the many ad- 
ventures depicted herein. We finally came 
across a situation we wanted to share, 
and your column seemed the most logi- 
Cal solution. 

Last fall we spent our 20th anniversary 
at a “theme hotel"—where each room has 
a theme that is expressed in its decor 
and atmosphere. We arrived early, and 


after settling in, we rented a VCR and 
several tapes, then headed back to our 
“jungle hideaway.” After a couple of drinks 
and a movie, we decided to get more 
comfortable in the rock shower. We left 
the video running while we splashed 
around in our “waterfall” surroundings. 
Afterward, George came into the dress- 
ing room and told me there was a guy 
looking at our movie from the back bed- 
room window, Our room was on the first 
floor, the windows were open, and our 
“peeper” must have heard the video and 
thought it sounded good enough to look 
into. | went into the next room to see for 
myself and, standing at an angle where 
| wouldn't be seen from the window, no- 
ticed that our friend had his ear and nose 
intermittently pressed to the screen while 
he knelt, engulfed in a very intense hand- 
job. George and | could see his feet and 
hear his moans and groans from the 
bathroom window, which was about six 
feet down from the bedroom window. 

| asked George to find a good vantage 
point and watch our peeper get really ex- 
cited! | sneaked around to the bed, which 
was right next to the window. Slowly, | 
began to make erotic noises and thrash 
around on the bed. The sounds from out- 
side were beginning. to match mine in 
volume, and the look on George's face 
told me that he was getting as excited as 
our peeper and |. Finally our friend must 
have reached orgasm—if his sighs, 
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“Excellent work, Stigowitz! If your breath 
didn't smell so much like semen, | could kiss you!" 
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moans, and the way he sank to the ground 
were any indication. | rolled off the bed 
so that my face was very near the open 
window, but still hidden from view, and 
very quietly asked our peeper if he was 
alone. He jumped as if he'd been shot! | 
asked him if he had a girlfriend and if the 
two of them would like to join us. He must 
have been very embarrassed or out of 
his mind, ‘cause the fool got to his feet 
and nearly ran from the window. 

Although both George and | were a lit- 
tle disappointed that our friend didn't stick 
around, we thoroughly enjoyed the rest 
of our weekend. We found the idea of 
sharing our anniversary very seductive, 
and we were sure everyone involved 
thoroughly enjoyed the experience. 
Guess we'll have to watch for our peeper 
when we celebrate No. 21!—Name and 
address withheld 


FRIENDS FOR LIFE 

My wife Linda and | have enjoyed many 
evenings reading “Forum,” and it usually 
results in our discussing our fantasies with 
and about each other. We have a very 
open and honest relationship when it ap- 
plies to sex, and we love talking about, 
and later acting out, our most private and 
intimate desires. 

One night a few months ago, Linda said 
she always enjoyed the thought of being 
with me and another man at the same 
time, | told her that | shared the same 
thoughts and was aroused at the thought 
of watching and sharing her with another 
guy. She said that the only concern she 
had was finding someone whom she 
found desirable and who would be willing 
to join in on the fun, 

Shortly thereafter, | invited a friend that 
| work with named Michael to join us for 
lunch at a local restaurant. Afterward, | 
asked Linda if she found him attractive 
enough to go to bed with us. She said 
yes and that he seemed very nice, but 
would he be interested and would he be 
discreet? | told her that | trusted him 
completely and in fact had already talked 
to him about our fantasy, which he was 
willing to pursue. 

One evening a few weeks later, we 
asked Michael over for a few drinks. After 
some small talk and a few drinks, | 
dimmed the lights in the living room and 
suggested we watch a porn film | had 
rented. The three of us sat on the floor, 
leaning against the davenport, with Linda 
between us. Soon | had my right arm 
around Lindas shoulder, and Michael 
reached over to hold her hand. | slowly 
reached up and started to caress her 
breast through her blouse, noticing from 
her breathing that she was becoming 
aroused. Then | motioned for her to put 
her hand on Michael's thigh. It took Linda 
a while to summon up the courage to do 
this, but when she finally did, | rewarded 
her by kissing her deeply and placing her 
other hand on my throbbing cock. Her 
hand slowly moved up Michael's thigh 
until it covered his bulging crotch, and 
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she turned and kissed him, never letting 
her fingers stray from my raging hard-on, 
Michael slid his hand under her blouse 
to grasp her braless tits, and she moaned 
as he exposed her soft, firm breasts and 
started to lick them. 

| should mention that Linda ts not only 
beautiful, with the softest skin I've ever 
felt, but has large, firm tits with small nip- 
ples that become very sensitive when she 
is aroused. In fact, I've often made her 
come just by massaging her breasts. Lin- 
da’s heavy breathing told me that she 
was, by now, soaked between her legs. 
| excused myself to go to the bathroom, 
and when | returned, she and Michael 
were lying on the floor together in a very 
passionate kiss. 

Linda turned to me as | lay down next 
to her. She slowly unzipped my pants, 
took out my cock, and immediately be- 
gan to suck and lick it with a fervor | 
couldn't believe. Taking my cue, Michael 
opened her pants and pulled them off. 
exposing a very hot, dripping slit. As he 
spread her legs, | could see the glisten- 
ing wetness of her pussy lips and the juice 
that had run down her thighs. Michael 
didn't hesitate to bury his face into her 
swollen lips, and | could feel Linda grind- 
ing and thrusting against his mouth as 
she continued to suck me. | could feel 
her movements getting faster, and | knew 
she was on the verge of coming. She 
suddenly held my cock still in her mouth 


and grasped Michael's head as she 
pumped her juice into his mouth and over 
his face. AS soon as she was composed, 
we moved to the bedroom. 

We didn't hesitate to undress so we 
could continue our fantasy. We lay on the 
bed, and Linda immediately crawled be- 
tween my legs, continuing to devour my 
throbbing, glistening cock. Michael lay 
beside us for a moment, watching, then 
got off the bed and walked behind Linda. 
He gently lifted her hips up and began 
fucking her as | continued to fuck her 
mouth. She started to suck me slowly, 
matching the rhythm of Michael's thick 
cock sliding in and out of her flaming cunt. 
As he buried his cock into her, Linda 
stopped her sucking long enough to look 
up at me. |'ve never seen such a beautiful 
look of pleasure on her face as her tongue 
flicked a drop of love juice from the tip of 
my cock. 

Michael began pumping his cock 
harder and faster. | could tell that he was 
near climaxing, and | felt my cock about 
to burst as well. It wasn't long before | 
found myself filling Linda’s mouth with 
what had to be gallons of come. Seeing 
this, Michael immediately began to shud- 
der and moan as he emptied his cock 
into her pussy. Linda lifted her head, 
tossing it from side to side as she came. 

We all collapsed on the bed to rest and 
catch our breath. Linda lay between us, 
holding our cocks in each hand as we 


"I'd like a short recess, Your Honor, 
so / can explain the concept of guilt to my client.” 
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small-talked. The sight of my come all over 
her chin, throat, and breasts is something 
I'll always remember. | slid my hand be- 
tween her legs to feel her pussy, which 
was oozing with her juices and Michael's 
come. Her thighs shone with the fluids 
that continued to seep out of her. 

After a while, Linda started stroking our 
dicks. She soon rolled toward me to kiss 
me, and as she did my cock began to 
grow again. As her tongue began to 
probe my mouth, | could feel her wiggling 
against Michael's cock as he pushed it 
against her round cheeks. 

| pulled Linda on top of me, and she 
Quided my cock into her pussy and be- 
gan to grind her pelvis into mine. Her 
snatch was very wet and slick with her 
juice and Michael's come. As the tempo 
of our lovemaking increased and we be- 
gan to ram into each other faster and 
faster, the sound of my steel-like rod in 
her flooded love hole created glorious 
slurping sounds. Her breasts juggled de- 
lightfully as she leaned backward, threw 
back her head, and rode my cock as if 
there were no tomorrow. 

As we made love, Linda noticed Mi- 
chael lying next to me, slowly stroking his 
cock. She leaned over toward him and 
took his cock into her mouth, wrapping 
her hand around its base. She soon had 
his huge dick shining with saliva, and her 
hand slid up and down its shaft as she 
continued to suck as much of him into 
her mouth as she could, 

| could feel her grinding, pumping cunt 
getting closer to exploding, and | tald her 
| was almost ready to come. She imme- 
diately increased the speed of her hand 
and mouth on Michael's cock as he be- 
gan to thrust his hips up, fucking her 
mouth. Within moments, | was pumping 
my second load of the evening into Lin- 
dass hot body, thrusting as deeply as | 
could. | felt her shudder as she started 
to climax, and | realized Michael was fill- 
ing her mouth with his load at the same 
time. Linda's body was convulsing with 
such a violent climax that she moaned 
and cried out as she released Michael's 
cock, his come shooting all over her face. 
Some of it ran out of the corner of her 
mouth, dribbling onto her breasts. As we 
lay there exhausted, she rubbed his co- 
pious cream into her breasts as her other 
hand slid between her legs to feel the 
moisture. 

Later, as we cleaned up and had an- 
other drink, we agreed that this had been 
SO special that we would not want to re- 
peat it too often—or at least we'd try. But 
in the meantime, we've talked about Linda 
and me with another woman.—Name and 
address withheld 


NO-MAN’S-LAND 
There she sat with her clitoris erect be- 
tween two fingers. Their tips were tucked 
deep inside her wet, slick pussy, and she 
thought intently about the hardened cock 
she held in her mind's eye. She saw his 
heartbeat pulsing in the throbbing veins 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 128 
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ARTICLE 


You might think that 
being single and rich in Hollywood 
would be like heaven. 
That's what you might expect, 
but then you'd be wrong. 





OMANC 





BY BEN STEIN 


ou might think that if 

you were a young 

guy, or thirtyish any- 

way, with a heavy-duty job 
at a studio and a Porsche 
and a not-bad-looking face, 
and worked out every day 
at the gym, that you would 
have at least a start on hap- 
piness with women. If you 
were single in a town like 
Los Angeles, like Holly- 
wood, really, and had all of 
the material things going for 
you, life would be like 
heaven, only better. That's 
what you might expect, but 
then you would be wrong. 
In fact, the war between 
men and women rages here 
just as violently as any- 
where else. More to the 
point, the war here has a 
certain edge that it lacks 
anywhere else. The edge 
comes from the incessant, 
occasionally insane heat, 
the blinding light without 
trees or tall buildings to of- 
fer protection, the maniac 
scramble to get ahead ina 


town where getting to the 
top is not only a religion but 
a categorical imperative. 
The strain that the heat, 
dazzling sunlight, and am- 
bition put on life is punish- 
ing. The razor sharpness 
that it hones on the relation- 
ships between men and 
women is lethal. 

Men and women come 
here, as far west in America 
as you can go on dry land, 
to where everything is sup- 
posed to turn out right at 
last. When things don't 
quite happen that way, men 
and women have knives 
and forks, and they have to 
cut something. 

To make the point as 
clear as life, | offer Mark 
Brown. Mark is 38. Well, 
maybe 39. He's tall and 
muscular. He works in pro- 
motion for a major west-side 
studio. He has a 930 Turbo 
and an expense account. 
He's not exactly rich, but he 
lives as if he were rich... 
well, sometimes. 


PAINTING BY STAN WATTS 
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He appeared at my office a few weeks 
ago just as | was trying to figure out if 
compact discs really were any better than 
old-fashioned phonograph records. Here 
in Hollywood, we do these things in our 
offices. We don't want to even hint that 
we might be doing any real work in our 
offices, as if we were in Jersey City or 
Houston, for heaven's sake. 

Since | have known him, Mark has gone 
from married to single. He has also gone 
from poor to rich, and, in every way, from 
hungry to starving. He plopped himself 
into my one chair, under a Winslow Ho- 
mer of a wall in Nassau. | swear I'm going 
there someday. I'm not kidding. Really. 

"| hear you're being represented by 
Schmooey Schlepkis,” Mark said. “He 
used to be my agent.” 

“Was he any good?” | asked. “He hasn't 
done shit for me.” 

“Look, darling, no agent ever does 
anything for anyone else but himself. 
Don't even expect it. Agents are for Bill 
Goldman and Colin Higgins. If you're not 
already successful, they aren't going to 
lift a finger to help you, pal. That's how 
Hollywood works.” 

“Thank you for explaining it to me.” 

“Listen, Schlepkis is worse even than 
most agents. Schlepkis is so bad | can't 
even find a word to describe him.” Mark 
sat silently in the sunshine for a few min- 
utes, thinking of a word. Then he snapped 
his fingers, “The Antichrist. That's how I'd 
describe him. That's the only phrase that 
goes far enough. The Antichrist.” 
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“It was only a matter of time, Mildred . . 
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“| like it. It has a certain ring to it. Maybe 
a miniseries. Let's see if we can sell it on 
name alone.” 

“Maybe.” Mark clearly had something 
else on his mind. 

“Who are you dating these days?” | 
asked. 

“Dating?” he exploded. “Dating? |'m 
not dating anyone. I'd rather date Rosa- 
lynn Carter than any woman in Los An- 
geles.” 

“She's taken.” 

"Look, let me tell you about dating. | 
saw this gorgeous girl at Morton's a few 
weeks ago. Gorgeous. Tall, long blond 
hair. A fucking knockout. So | asked 
, the captain, who the hell she was. 
He says her name is Caitlin Selwyn. She's 
from Scotland or somewhere, and she's 
really a hot number. So | gave a 
hundred, and he got her phone number 
for me. So | call her up, and | take her out 
to dinner at Morton's. | give an- 
other hundred to make sure | get the best 
table, the little deuce near the door, where 
everyone can see what a knockout I'm 
with. Can you cop to it?” 

“| can cop.” 

“Okay. So | start to ask her about her- 
self. First thing out of her mouth, she tells 
me she’s had some very heavy boy- 
friends. Like Dean Martin, or maybe Dean 
Martin’s son. Also Jack Nicholson. Also 
some TV actor, and a whole slew of guys 
who own banks and insurance compa- 
nies. ‘| like to date successful men,’ she 
tells me. 











md 


aiaad | 


. only a matter of time.” 





“So right away, I'm cut off just about at 
dick level. | mean, how the hell am | sup- 
posed to even come close to competing 
with men like that?” 

“You're a lot more fun to talk to than 
those men.” 

“I'm also a lot more fun to fuck, | sus- 
pect,” Mark answered. “But that’s not how 
women here make their decisions. It’s on 
portfolio performance, not love perfor- 
mance. So while !|'m thinking about that, 
she says, ‘Look, I've probably had just 
about every really successful man in L.A. 
I'm twenty-four, and now I’m sort of ata 
crossroads in my life. You know what | 
mean?’ 

“So I’m thinking what | can do, and she 
says, ‘Maybe you can help me get a job. 
| really need a job.’ 

“Okay. So | ask her what kind of job 
she wants. 

“She says, ‘I'd like a job that pays a real 
lot of money, where | can be really close 
to horses, where | can enjoy fine wine, 
and where | can collect great art.’ “ 

“Is that all?” 

“Yeah,” Mark agreed. “So | racked my 
brains for a while, and | said maybe she 
should become a broker for commercial 
real estate.” 

“That's close.” 

“| don't know, she says. ‘I never really 
learned to add or subtract or multiply or 
divide. So it can't be anything with num- 
bers,’ 

“| guess that rules out her working at 
Goldman, Sachs.” 

“Right,” Mark continued. “So | asked 
her what she thought she would like to 
do. ‘| don't know,’ she said. ‘Anything 
where | can use my feet a lot. I'm really 
good with my feet, like with acrobatics or 
gymnastics or climbing trees or tap 
dancing. | can really do nice work at that 
kind of stuff.’ ” 

“I'm sorry,” | said. “| really am sorry.” 

“You're sorry?" Mark asked. “That din- 
ner cost me a hundred bucks. A hundred 
bucks. Can you dig? Plus, | had sent her 
roses the day before to get her primed. 
Seventy bucks more. So when dinner's 
almost over, she says she has to leave 
because she had io do her hip exercises 
before she goes to sleep. So | ask her if 
she wants to do her hip exercises on me, 
and she walks right out of the fucking 
restaurant. Out of Morton's, with all of 
those people looking at me. Wow. What 
a world. And hitchhikes home with some 
lranian in a Corniche who happened to 
be going by.” 

“Maybe you should try to find someone 
else. Someone nicer.” 

“Fuck ‘nicer,’ Mark said. “You know 
any nice girls who know how to give de- 
cent head? Any? Even one?” 

“Fifth Amendment.” 

“Yeah. You go out with a nice girl, she 
doesnt even know how to make your dick 
hard. She just sort of brushes it, like 
touches it, and then she giggles, and 
that's supposed to make you hard all by 
itself. Then she gives a big sigh and says. 
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‘Oh, all right. I'll kiss you.’ 
“And then she puts her lips on your dick, 


like she’s making this big sacrifice for her . 


country, and doesn't move or anything, 
and then she lies back down as if she's 
just run a mile with a full field pack. Then 
when you're balling them, they buck all 
around and make noises and crowd you 
out of the fucking room with their scream- 
ing and shrieking. You can't even get a 
decent fantasy going. Then they cry. 

‘A nice girl? Don't fucking talk to me 
about nice girls, okay?" 

“Okay.” 

“You know what I'd like to find’? You 
know what Id really and truly like to find?” 

“No. What?” 

‘A really, really great hooker, a high- 
class call girl, who was maybe twenty- 
nine or thirty, and had an idea of how to 
please a man and take care of him, and 
know what was real and what was not. 
You know lots of call girls. Maybe you 
know somebody.” 

“| do know lots of call girls,” | said. “I'm 
not sure at all how happy you'd be with 
one of them. | think they've seen a lot of 
bad things happen in their lives. | think 
they must be pretty angry women. Even 
the ones who-seem nice when you're 
paying them may not be quite as nice 
when you're not paying them. What do 
you. think?” 

“| think that the only women | ever have 
any fun with are call girls. Look, you go 
to a Call girl. You know she's always gonna 
be right on time. You know you're always 
gonna score. Always. You know she's not 
gonna jerk you around trying to make it 
sound like she's got an interesting life 
when she's really a bookkeeper for a car- 
pet company. You know what | mean? 
She's not gonna sit at Morton's and order 
a whole bottle of champagne and then 
tell you how much richer all the other men 
she's dating are. You know what to ex- 
pect, and it’s pretty good.” 

“But it's for money,” | said. “There's no 
real affection involved. Doesn't that mean 
anything?” | | 

“No. You tell me something, Pop,” Mark 
said. “You tell me how much affection's 
involved when you pick up a girl at Le 
Dome and bring her home. How much 
affection is there when you buy a girl a 
great dinner and, even if she does ball 
you, you can't wait to get her the hell out 
of the house, and you'd rather jerk off 
when you come to think of it? How much 
affection do you think there is in a gar- 
den-variety fuck these days?” 

“| don't know.” | looked longingly at this 
painting of the cottage wall in Nassau. It 
looked swell. 

“Not too goddamn much,” Mark said. 
He got up and paced back and forth. 

“You know how the Navy says that a 
landing on a carrier is a controlled crash?” 
he asked. 

“I've read that.” 

“Yeah, well a date today, or a pickup, 
or anything where a man is out with a 
woman and Sex is involved, yeah, a date 
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today is like a controlled homicide. Both 
sides are trying to hurt the other as much 
as possible and still fuck each other. The 
women usually want to get fucked even 
more than the men. I'm not kidding. But 
they also want to cut the man's balls off 
while they're fucking him. I'm not kid- 
ding.” 

“| belteve you.” 

“| met this woman at The Ginger Man 
in Beverly Hills,” he said. “She's really a 
killer. Real tall, thin, maybe part Iranian, 
with a big nose, and wearing Gargoyle 
sunglasses. With these really weird gray 
eyes. So we've both had a couple of 
vodka gimlets, and | take her out for a 
walk. 

“We're walking around Beverly Hills at 
rush hour, and she sticks her hand in my 
pocket and says, ‘I want to fuck you. | 
want to fuck you more than | ever wanted 
anything in my life.’ ” 

“That's a nice thing to hear.” 

“You think so? Just as she says that, 
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How much affection 
is there when even if the girl 
balls you, you can't 
wait to get her out of the 
house, and you'd 
rather jerk off when you 
come to think of it? 
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we're in front of an apartment house on 
Roxbury Drive, and it's got an ‘open 
house’ sign in front of it. She takes me by 
the hand and leads me into this little gar- 
den apartment. There's nobody in it. No- 
body. So we creep around, and she yanks 
me into this closet, slams the door, and 
says, ‘Fuck me. Right now.’ 

"So | say, ‘Il can’t fuck you in this closet. 
What if someone comes in?’ And she 
says, ‘You want me to go down on you?’ 
And before | can say a word, she’s down 
on her knees, unbuckles my belt, takes 
down my trousers, cops my joint. And then 
when I'm done, she says, ‘Oh my Gawd, 
you just got come on my jeans. And 
they’re from Giorgio, and | don't even 
know if come will come out of a pair of 
Giorgio jeans. How could you do that? 

“Meanwhile, she's still on her hands and 
knees, and I’m there with my dick hang- 
ing oul at some apartment house where 
some landlady is probably about to walk 
in with garden shears. 

“So then she says, ‘Okay, it's your turn. 
Now fuck me. Right here on the floor.’ 
And | say, ‘| can't fuck you. You just went 
down on me two minutes ago. If you 
wanted to fuck me, you shouldn't have 


gone down on me so fast.’ 

“So she looks at her watch, gives me 
a dirty look, says, ‘Well, how long will it 
take you to fuck me? I'm supposed to be 
at the academy for a screening at eight. 
| don’t have all night.’ 

“| think | started to cry. Anyway, she 
says, ‘By the way, | hope you're married, 
because I'm married, to the biggest man- 
ufacturer of ladies’ handbags in Califor- 
nia, and | don't like to get involved with 
anybody who has less to lose than | do.’ 

“| told her | wasn’t married, and she 
says, ‘Ohmigawd, then you're gay, right? 
And now look what I've done. Ohmigawd, 
I've probably just killed myself. That's why 
you can't get it up, right? Because you're 
gay? Have you been to a doctor lately?’ " 

Mark paused just for a moment to catch 
his breath. Then he started to roll again. 

“People are just too goddamned mean 
in this town. Too much. A call girl, on the 
other hand, is totally different. She's nice 
all the time. Every time you see her, it’s 
like the beginning of a relationship. You 
have to pay her, and that’s all you have 
to do. She's never gonna make you feel 
like you suddenly made the worst mis- 
take of your life and your blood is going 
to start flowing the other way in your body 
if you don't leave in two seconds. 

“Plus, it's very economical. You pay a 
hundred and fifty bucks, but what's that 
these days? That’s bupkis. Nothing. A nice 
dinner and a few drinks is that much, and 
you spend a few hours at it besides. So 
you lose all that time you spend with her 
that you could've spent working. How 
much is your time worth? Mine goes for 
about three hundred an hour, | figure. So 
a date could cost me a grand, easily. Very 
easily. There's no woman in L.A. who's 
worth a grand. 

“But a hooker, a good call girl, is even 
better. It's like you're always at the sec- 
ond date of a really nice 1964-type rela- 
tionship every time you see her. Both of 
you are being polite and nice, and there's 
no emotional risk, and if she’s Miss Right, 
she gives head that makes you lose your 
mind. Very emotionally economical. Very 
financially sound. And no fucking crazies 
that make you want to run and hide. After 
a date these days, you feel like you've 
just visited a mental hospital. After you 
see a Call girl, you feel like Tarzan.” 

“It's a very persuasive argument.” 

"So the bitch from The Ginger Man calls 
me at my office the next day. ‘Where the 
hell are my Gargoyles?’ she asks. ‘Did 
you steal them or what?’ 

“She makes me promise I'll go get her 
Gargoyles out of the fucking closet at that 
apartment and return them to her. | did 
it. By mail. | wish | could mail myself to 
another planet or that | could find just one 
really nice girl who gives good head. Just 
one." 

Mark looked desperately tired. 

“Mark,” | said. “Have you considered 
accepting Jesus Christ as your personal 
savior?” 

“Yes,” he said. “| have."Ot—y 





ORI HOFIMIERLER 


BY NICK TOSCHES 


series of fresco murals in the Borgia,chambers of the Vati- 
can palace, he portrayed the notorious Borgia pope Alex- 
ander VI as a kneeling witness to Christ's emergence from the tomb. 

Of course, like most Renaissance artists, he was only following 
the boss's orders. The paintings had been commissioned by the 
pope himself, and it was the wish of the pope that he be beatifically 
transported by the brush of Pinturicchio to the actual scene of the 
Resurrection. 

But looking closely at “The Resurrection of Christ” in the Vatican, 
there is more to be seen in the artist's brushwork than mere sub- 
mission to papal vanity. The look on the bejeweled Borgia pope's 
fat face as he beholds the Lord is the look of one who—historian 
E.R. Chamberlin put it best—"“regards his God not as an equal but, 


| :: in the fifteenth century, when Pinturicchio painted his 


perhaps, as a junior partner might a senior.” 

In those sly strokes of the brush lay the germ of a glorious, wicked, 
and masterly humor that today, centuries later, Ori Hofmekler has 
brought to perfection. 

Born in Israel in 1952, Hofmekler graduated from the Bezazel 
Academy of Art in Jerusalem with what he says were “romantic 
dreams about my future as an artist. Although | had prepared myself 
for it, the fall into real life from the academic Olympus was traumatic. 
Was | just drawing to decorate walls or was | drawing the world | 
lived in?” The world he lived and lives in—the world we all live in, 
though our eyesight may not be so keen as his—is a world gone 
mad, a world whose idols are as false and avaricious and as mind- 
less as they are drab, a world lost between People magazine and 
the Book of Revelations. 
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Hofmekler gave us Lee lacocca as Bruce Springsteen, leading 
us to ask which is the greater pitchman, Lee with his “Born in Amer- 
ica” Chrysler commercials or Bruce with his “Born in the U.S.A."? 
Yasir Arafat emerges from the sea like Botticelli’s Venus; and it is all 
too clear that ugliness, like beauty, is eternal. George Shultz and 
Caspar Weinberger become the Norton and Kramden of a political 





comedy gone berserk. Ronald Reagan shines forth, a multifaceted, 
multiflawed diamond of delusion. 

Since moving to New York, Hofmekler’s work has been featured 
in The New Republic, The New York Times, and, above all, in Pent- 
house, where most of the paintings in his new collection, Hofmekler’s 
Gallery (Times Books), first appeared. 
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lt is rare that an artist’s work creates public uproar. Hofmekler’s 
caricatures of Walter Mondale as a male stripper and New York's 
Mayor Koch and Governor Cuomo as gun-toting “Miami Vice” pinup 
boys caught the attention of America in a way that editorials do not. 
“Politics oversimplifies life,” Hofmekler says in the introduction to 
Hofmekler's Gallery. “Every good guy needs a bad guy to attack. 
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In my work | try to put back. . . the thing that will shake up the world 
for him. For the Communists, it is capitalism; for America, it is Com- 
munism; for fundamentalists, it is sex and rock 'n’ roll. All these 
groups make the mistake of seeing the world as very simple indeed.” 

lt is that simplicity that Hofmekler reduces to absurdity, and it’s 
that absurdity he raises to the sublime.O+-—q 
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that protruded from the sides of his cock. 
She imagined the heat that radiated from 
it and wished she could taste the bead 
of ooze that had formed on its pink end. 

She had placed her other hand on her 
full, firm breast and cupped it as if to milk 
it. Her nipples were hard and her breasts 
swollen with her play. As her breath 
quickened and her mouth became dry, 
her mind began to focus on the imagined 
cock and her hardened clitoris at the 
same time. The cock bobbed up and 
down in front of her and seemed to move 
in a quasi-fuck action. The hairs on his 
balls came into focus. She didn't know 
where she wanted his cock first, her 
mouth or her cunt. 

Her clitoris moved easily between her 
fingers as it began to contract. She knew 
this was going to be a good orgasm, as 
she felt her awareness heighten and her 
pelvis loosen. Her mind began to buzz, 
and the cock got closer and closer. If only 
she could have it. Its hardness beckoned 
her. She thought how warm it would be. 
Her vagina swelled and the tension of her 
body increased. Her hand moved upon 
her pubis more quickly, pushing deeper 
into herself with each urging motion. Her 
hand was soaked. 

she began to lightly pinch her nipple, 


causing a great sensation, and then 
moved her hand to the other nipple to do 
the same. Her breath became deep and 
spirited. She looked for the cock so that 
she could fix on it when she came. It too 
was pulsing in rhythm to the movement 
of her hand. Its head had become a dark- 
pink color, almost bloodlike, and she 
thought she could smell it. It throbbed 
with anticipation. She looked at it directly, 
and saw its ooze drip out of the tiny hole. 
She reached out to catch a drop, but it 
hit her leg and she began to tremble. She 
went to grab the pulsing member and a 
burst of come spurted out at her. Blinded 
by her orgasm, her hand fell back to 
squeeze her breast as she continued to 
rock back and forth. Finally, her fingers 
slowly moved away from her vagina, and 
her body relaxed. 

As she lay back, she thought about how 
good she felt but also wondered what it 
would be like to touch and taste a real 
cock again. Being celibate does, at times, 
have its drawbacks.—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


LITTLE BIG MAN 

Although I'm a great fan of “Forum,” | 
never thought | would be writing to you— 
until yesterday. Our office had a lunch- 
time party to celebrate winning a major 
contract, and we were told we could leave 
work early. | took an hour to finish up some 
paperwork, and was ready to go when 


“Weill, son, it’s the end of the road. 
if you've never had sex with a minister, a warden, and a prison guard 
at the same time, now's your chance.” 
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our new secretary, Daphne, walked in. 
She had a funny smile on her face, and | 
uneasily remembered that at the party, 
with both of us high on wine, she had 
been complaining that her husband was 
out of town too much and inattentive when 
he was home. | had said | would be glad 
to do anything to help out, while stroking 
her knees under the table. 

I'm in my forties, while Daphne is a 19- 
year-old gorgeous redhead. She already 
had a “reputation” at work, due to her 
short skirts and low-cut blouses that 
showed off her great legs and breasts, 
which had to be at least 42s, if not larger. 
Also, Daphne is over six foot tall, and while 
I'm reasonably good-looking and keep in 
shape by lifting weights, I’m so short that 
my eyes are level with Daphne's tits. 

Daphne must have had some more 
wine, because her voice was a little fuzzy 
as she asked, “Is your ‘do anything’ offer 
still on?" | nervously said yes, then 
watched in amazement as Daphne 
locked the door, walked over to the cof- 
fee table, and stood on it. Her green eyes 
seemed to stare right through me. She 
hesitated momentarily, then stripped. She 
had a perfectly proportioned figure, and 
her breasts, with their stiffened nipples, 
now looked like 44s. “Okay, eat me— 
now!” she commanded. | stood before 
her, looking directly at her pussy, which 
was covered with light-reddish-blond hair. 
| began to dip my tongue in and out, in 
and out, as my hands caressed her 
beautiful ass. She was soon moaning, 
then saying “Do it, do it” in time to the 
movements of my tongue. | pulled her 
closer, shoving her pussy into my face as 
| began to work on her hot, throbbing clit. 
She came right away, and her juices 
gushed over my face. Her fingertips were 
digging into my shoulders through my 
suit. | continued to tongue her joy button 
as | wet my forefinger in her come and 
plunged it into her slick cunt hole. Soon 
Daphne's whole body was shaking as | 
worked my tongue and finger in the exact 
same rhythm. 

When | finally had to quit, my tongue 
felt raw. | could taste her all the way down 
my throat. | realized my suit was ripped 
in several places, and started to take it 
off. “No, let me," Daphne murmured, and 
helped me out of my clothes. My cock 
was standing straight up, stiff and ready. 
It's the only part of me that's out of pro- 
portion—it’s nearly 11 inches long and 
almost two inches wide when I'm excited, 
and believe me, | felt ready to explode. 

“My God,” Daphne exclaimed, “you're 
huge. My husband's so damn small | can 
hardly feel him.” | decided it was time for 
some old-fashioned fucking. | helped 
Daphne down to the carpet and plunged 
my cock deep into her pussy. | was in a 
kind of frenzy, and my bails were literally 
bouncing as | moved as fast as | could. 
| couldn't hold back for very long, but 
Daphne was ready, too, and we both 
came together. Our juices were pouring 
out, and | idly wondered what the carpet 
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was going to look like. Daphne didn't say 
a word—she just smiled and wrapped 
her legs around me as she flexed her 
pussy. My cock stayed hard, and | started 
to slam into her again. Her legs were so 
tight | had trouble breathing, and her 
hands moved from my back to my ass. 
As she gripped my ass cheeks, | came 
twice more, and Daphne's body seemed 
to leap off the carpet three or four times. 

| was exhausted and tried to get up, 
but Daphne said, “Not yet, baby. No way 
I'm letting you go.” | said, “This is crazy. 
The cleaning crew will be here soon.” “Not 
until after six,” she giggled. “It’s only four 
now, and | want that pole of yours in my 
mouth." We rolied over and she began to 
stroke my limp shaft with one hand, slowly 
squeezing my balls with the other. Taking 
just the head of my cock in her mouth, 
she pressed her tongue against its slit 
and sucked ever so gently. | couldn't be- 
lieve it, but soon my cock was again at 
full stance. Daphne was sucking harder 
and harder, taking in more and more of 
my cock until its head was down her throat 
and her lips were gripping its base. Now 
| was moaning. Every time | thought | was 
going to come, she eased off just enough 
to leave me hanging. Finally, | found my- 
self firing my wad into her ready and will- 
ing mouth. Daphne swallowed it all, then 
moved over me, put her lips to mine, and 
shoved her tongue down my throat. | knew 
my cock was finally out of action, and 
contented myself with putting my thumbs 
together and rubbing her clit. Our tongues 
were still together when | felt her body 
shudder again. 

lt was nearly 5:30, so we reluctantly 
dressed and cleaned the rug the best we 
could. | drove Daphne to a nearby bus 
stop, since she didn’t want her husband 
to see me dropping her off. He was going 
Out of town that very night, and she told 
me she wanted to have me as much as 
possible the next two weeks. | asked if 
Our age and height aifferences didn't 
bother her. “Are you crazy?" she laughed. 
“| came more times this afternoon than 
in the last six months. When they say big 
things come in small packages, they have 
to be talking about you.” | just hope | can 
Survive till the end of the month.—Name 
and adaress withheld 


ROOM SERVICE 
| work as a cashier for a local motel chain. 
One day, one of the other motels was 
short-staffed, and | was moved from my 
usual location. | did not have time to tell 
my wife Gail where she could find me, 
but interestingly enough, | found her! | 
had been at the new location for about 
an hour, when | saw a familiar car pulling 
up outside. | walked to the window and 
got the shock of my life. The car be- 
longed to my wife’s boss, Ray, and as the 
door opened they both walked out. Ray 
asked Annette, our clerk, for a single 
room. When she asked him if he would 
like the room for a long or short stay, Ray 
replied, “Short-stay rate.” | almost fell over. 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 136 
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Can you remember your first Jack Daniel's? Drop us a line if you can. 


IN 1866, JACK DANIEL created the world’s 
first Tennessee sippin’ whiskey. 


Then something pretty unusual happened: for over 
121 years nobody did anything to improve it. The 
Jack Daniel's whiskey you buy today has 

the same rare taste as when Mr Jack | 
first made it. Which means it’s still = 
flavored with cave spring water and r 
mellowed through charcoal, drop by 
drop. For 121 years that's the way 
you ve liked it. So, we promise, we re 
still not planning any improvements. | 


SMOOTH SlIPPIN’ 
LEMNESSEE WHISKEY 


Tennessee Whiskey*80-90 ProofeDistilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery 
Lem Motlow, Proprietor, Route 1, Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 37352 





At the Sound of the Beep ... 


the Winners of Competition No. 10 
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The telephone answering machine is the 
new form of self-expression. Dates and 
deals have been made and broken by 
recorded messages without humans 
ever talking to each other. Whatever your 
outgoing message is, it creates a first 
impression of you. 

What if you could call anyone, real or 
fictional? What would they say before 
the beep? Richard Nixon's recorder 
might say, “There is enough blank tape 
for you to leave a message of any length 
up to 18 and a half minutes.” Mr. Spock's 
device migNt tell you, “At the tone, leave 
your name and your space-time coor- 
dinates.” 

Penthouse Competition No. 10, an- 
nounced last May, asked for original 
messages that might be on the an- 
swering machine of any personality, real 
or fictional. Our grand-prize winner will 
receive a Zenith VR 1805 videocassette 
recorder with wireless remote control, 
second-prize winners will each get a GE 
2-9855 telephone answering machine 
featuring remote touch-tone control, and 
six runners-up will each get a one-year 
subscription to Penthouse. At the sound 
of the tone, then, the winners of our an- 
swering-machine contest. Beep. 


GRAND-PRIZE WINNER 
Good evening. If you sense a strange 
aura permeating the transmittance of 
this telephone, perhaps it's because this 
is avery special telephone. A phone not 
only of dial tones and busy signals, but 
the push-button madness of the fourth 
dimension. You're calling on. . . the Twi- 
light Phone. [Theme music played on 
a push-button phone: 3,6,3,1,3,6,3,1, 
3,6,3,1 . . .|—ROD SERLING 

—Terry Kilpatrick, Washington, D.C. 


SECOND-PRIZE WINNERS 
Hello, this is Norman Bates. I'm in the 
shower now, but if you leave a mes- 
sage, either | will return your call or 
Mother will. Leave your name and num- 
ber at the sound of the shriek. 

—Sam Faggetti, Shelbyville, Ind. 


Hil'mnothererightnowbutl 'Ilbeback 
realsoonpleaseleaveyournameand 


BY SCOT MORRIS 


numberandl llgetbacktoyouassoon 

asicanpleasewaitforthebeepthankyou. 
—JOHN MOSCHITTA 

—Richard Gluck, 

Bay Head, N.J. 


I'm all tied up now, but leave your name 
and number and I'll call you when I'm 
fre@.—HARRY HOUDINI 

—Maureen Lomangino, Mineola, NY. 


you, Norton! So when you hear the 
beep, start talking!—RALPH KRAMDEN 

—Robert A. Bullard, 

Gulf Breeze, Fla. 


Hi. | can't talk to you in this lifetime, but 
if you'd care to hold, I'll speak to you In 
my very next incarnation.—SHIRLEY 

MACLAINE 
—Rose Beauregarde, Aylmer, 
Quebec, Canada 


We are plagued with a financial crisis 
right now and cannot afford an opera- 
tor. Please leave your name, your bank- 
card number, and the amount, praise 
the Lord, of your daily contribution.— 
PAT ROBERTSON 

—Hugh Baldwin, Fort Worth, Tex. 


HONORABLE MENTION 

This is the Reagan Defense Hot Line. 
Just leave the name of your country and 
the address of your anti-Communist or- 
ganization, and we'll send weapons, 


| soldiers, and money to you as soon as 


possible. 
—Joel Davis, Oklahoma City, Okla. 


lf it's God calling, | was only kidding. 
—ORAL ROBERTS 
—Buz Dedo, Redford. Mich. 


oR > If you've got the money, honey, I've got 





RUNNERS-UP 
lf you leave your name and number, we 
may call you back. That will only be 
when we get around to listening to your 
message, however.—THE AMERICAN PRO- 
CRASTINATORS SOCIETY 

—Eric Kazmierczak, Buffalo, NY. 


You can leave a message of absolutely 
any length. . . .—ST. PETER 
—Max Freedman, Los Altos, Calif. 


Hello, This is the Doctor's Hospital Hot 
Line. Take two aspirins and we'll call you 
in the morning. 

—Clayton Jones, Paducah, Ky. 


Norton! Is that you, Norton? | know it's 


the time.—ORAL ROBERTS 
—Catherine Bracken, 
Middletown, Ohio 


I'll get back to you as soon as Congress 
grants me limited immunity.—OLiver 
NORTH 

—Cindy Welsh, Washington, D.C. 


Mary and | have gone to the theater this 

evening, but |'ll get back to you first thing 

in the morning.—ABRAHAM LINCOLN 
—R. X. MacMillan, Melbourne, Fla. 


I'm too enraged, hostile, and homicidal 
to take your call right now. But if you 
leave your name and message at the 
tone, I'll get back to you when I'm more 
myself—bDR. JEKYLL 

—David M. Presson, Houston, Tex. 
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Double Features 
like this! 


Double Features, 30 min. ea., $9.95 


#XGP-902 THROBBING THREESOME stars Ginger 
Lynn & Erica Boyer, plus HOT WIFE'S HUNGER starring 
Rose Marie 

#XGP-730 NO HOLDS BARRED stars Christy Canyon, 
plus LATIN BOMBSHELL starring Elle Rio 

#XGP-728 FIVE LOVERS stars Stacey Donovan and 5 
friends, plus BLOW DRY starring Heather Wayne 
#XGP-726 UNRESTRAINED PASSION stars Trinity 
Loren, plus THE HOT BED starring Danielle and Jacque- 
lyn Brooks 

#XGP-727 SPARE ROOM stars hot Erica Boyer, plus 
SUMMER CAMP starring Rikki Blake and a guy in drag 


Double Features, 60 min, ea., $14.95 


#XG-2211 TWO-WAY TROUBLE stars Inez Acker, Shana 
Grant, Tom Byron—plus, BARTER BEAUTIES starring 
Danielle, Laurie Smith, Kevin James 

#XG-2212 BI-BY-MAI stars Oriental Superstar Mai Lin 
and Rick Cassidy—plus, FRENCH STENO-POOL star- 
ring Monique Perry and Ron Jeremy 

#XG-2213 FIRESIDE FROLICS stars Christy Canyon, 
Candi Barbour, Tom Byron—plus, HOT HOT TUB starring 
Rose Marie, Bunny Bleu 

#XG-2214 SEX THERAPY stars Ginger Lynn, Rick Cas- 
sidy, R. Bolla—plus, DOUBLE PLAY stars Misty, Ron Jer- 
emy, Mark Wallice 

#XG-2215 BLONDE CHEERLEADERS stars Syivia Ben- 
edict, Suzie Silk, Buffy, Kevin Jay—plius, BLONDE 
HITCHHIKER starring Cara Lott and Pyle Driver 


Double Features, 120 min. ea., 919.95 


#XG-2221 SUICIDE SUCKERS star Georgina Spelvin 
and Helen Madigan—plus, OPEN HOUSE starring, K.C. 
Valentine, Linda Shaw, Carrie Evans 

#XG-2222 ON THE BEACH stars Danielle, Becky Sav- 
age. Laurie Noel—plus, FIVE EASY LADIES starring 
Rhonda Jo Petty, Connie Benet, Monique Perry 
#XG-2223 SEX SWAP stars Shana Grant, Cody Nicole, 
Craig Roberts—plus, PHONE SEX starring Lisa Lake, 
Rose Marie, Melanie Scott 

#XG-2224 LUSTY WELCUM stars seal Dawn, Kelly 
Howell, Pam Jennings—plus, BRIDAL SEX PARTY star- 
ring Bunny Bleu, Ron Jeremy, Misty 

#XG-2225 SPORTS PARTY stars Mai Lin, Stacey Dono- 
van, Debbie Green, Larry Hardwood—plus, BLONDIE ON 
FIRE starring Cody Nicole, Audrey Young, Misty 


Alt. Lifestyle Dbl, Ftrs.,120 Min.,$24.95 


#XH-2299 BEST OF STALLIONS stars Super Taurus, Bill, 
Rod—plius, BARROOM BUDDIES starring Mike, Windell, 
Bubba, Cecil, Rich, George, Mark, Lou (All-Male Interra- 
cial Dbi. Ftr.) 

#XH-2298 WOMEN'S FANTASIES stars K.C. Valentine, 
Danielle, Ann Owen—plus, GIRLFRIENDS starring incre- 
dible Uschi and four friends (All-Girl Dbl. Ftr.) 
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#XH-2297 FEMALE COMPANIONS stars Jo Ann Harris, 
Marie Sharp, Yolanda Clark—plus, LEZ BIZ starring Dom- 
inque, Cara Lott, Kinky Lou (All-Girl plus, DbI. Ftr.) 
#XH-2296 MAGNUM GRIFFIN stars Big Bruce, Hooker 
Sam, Cowboy Clem—plus, WET & WILD STALLIONS 
stars David Holt, Blond Gerald, Ronald (All-Male Interra- 
cial Obi. Ftr.) 

#XH-2295 SWEET DOMAIN stars Danielle, Ron Jeremy, 
Domino—plus, CHASTITY TOWER starring Jean Pascal, 
Kitty Lombard, Tammy Smith (Kinky Dbl. Ftr.) 


Triple Features, 240-270 Min., 329.95 


#XXX-301 DEFIANCE starring Jean Jennings, Fred Lin- 
coln—plus, LIKE MOTHER, LIKE OAUGHTER starrin 
Kelia Lane, Lesla Harris, Ralph Carr—plus, SUGA 
BRITCHES starring Leslie Bovee, Terry Hall. 

#XXX-302 THE DEVIL'S PLAYGROUND starring Desire, 
Bonnie Holiday, Paul Tonas—plus, CHERRY TRUCKERS 
starring Azure Te’, Dean Gary—plus, WHITE FIRE star- 
ring Vanessa Manchester. 

#XXX-303 THE UNTAMED starring Kay Parker, Cindy 
Johnson, Jill Jackson—plus, SWEET CHEEKS starring 
John Holmes and Becky Savage—plus, TROPIC OF PAS- 
SION starring John Holmes. 

#XXX-304 THE SWINGIN’ STEWARDESSES starring 
Evelyn Trager, Ingrid Steger—plus, LAS VEGAS LADY 
starring Blaze Farrell, Sally Pepper—plus, SYLVIA star- 
ring Joanna Bell, Helen Madigan, Marc Stevens. 
#XXX-305 THE GOOD LADIES OF GODIVA HALL star- 
ring Susan De Angeles, Kitsy Storme, Danielle and Rich- 
ard Bolla—plus, THE LIBERATION OF HONEY DOLL 
JONES cole Virginia Winter, Cadillac Man—plus, EX- 
PENSIVE TASTE starring Elaine Wells. 





"------- 


Private Showcase Video, Dept. RMJ740 

PO. Box 4357, Springdale, CT 06907 

Sirs: | have enclosed my check, M.O., Visa, M.C. infor- 
mation. Please rush me the items marked below under 
a 30-DAY MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. (State resi- 
dents add sales tax.) 


| item# | Price | Item# | Price 


P&H $3.00 ea. 
Video Total 4 or more $10 
State Tax Total Enc. $ 
! 
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e for your M 
Wow! What savings! Two or three video features for less 


. than the price you'd pay for one. Take your pick while this 
=. Incredible offer is still available. Don't wait. Act NOW! 
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Domonique, Lisa Loring, Sharon Kane, Lysa Thatcher— 
plus, FRAT HOUSE starring Aimee Leigh, Randy Allen. 
#XXX-307 FANTASY stars Brooke West, Kyoto Sunn, 
Liza Morceau and Georgina Spelvin—plus, STAR VIRGIN 
Kari Klark and 7 Centerfolds—pius, NOSTALGIA BLUE 
stars Tracy Thomas, Tom Forrest and vintage footage. 
#XXX-308 TANGERINE starring Julie Anderson, Laurie 
Blue, CeCe Malone, Holly McCall—plus, CHINA LUST 
starring Linda Wong, Desiree West—plus, HOT STU- 
DENTS starring Suzie Muffet, Evan Flynn. 
#XXX-309 "11" pet Brooke West, Dhaije Taan—plus, 
INSIDE GEORGINA SPELVIN stars Georgina Speivin, 
Marc Stevens—plus HOT TIME IN THE CITY starring 
John Holmes, L'Oriele, Brenda Lockwood. 
#XXX-310 SEX BOAT stars Roxanne Potts, Kelly Nicols— 
plus, DEEP RUB stars Desiree Cousteau, Annette Haven, 
Serena, Sharon Kane—plus, FRENCH FANTASIES stars 
Antoinette Turquois, Jacque Devore. 
#XXX-311 ON WHITE SATIN stars Seka, Lisa DeLeeuw, 
Tami Thomas—plus, WEEKEND FANTASY stars Jennifer 
West, William Margold—plus, CANDI GIRL stars John 
Holmes, Samantha Fox, Serena, Bobby Astyr. 
#XXX-312 YOUNG, WILD AND WONDERFUL stars Arca- 
dia Lake, Merle Michaels, Candi Barbour, Eric Edwards— 
pits: CHAARLI stars Jessi St. James, Annette Haven, Eric 
dwards plus, SUMMERTIME BLUE stars John Holmes, 
Samantha Fox, Serena, Beth Anna, Arcadia Lake. 
#XXX-313 HOT DALLAS NIGHTS starring Hillary Sum- 
mers, Raven Turner, Tara Flynn—plus, DEVIL'S EC- 
STASY starring Cindy Summers, Meredith Raye—plus, 
FRENCH HEAT starring Antoinette Zoe Lucien, Deborah 
Annette. Emile Devos. 
#XXX-314 SPIRIT OF SEVENTY SEX starring John 
Holmes and Annette Haven—plus, THAT'S MY DAUGH- 
TER stars Lisa DeLeeuw, John Leslie, Sharon Mitchell— 
plus, SEXY TWINS starring Leslie Leigh and Dallas Court. 


{ declare that | am an adult 21 years of age or over. | am purchasing 
these sexually oriented materials for my private use in my own 
home and will not sell the material or furnish it to minors. | believe 
that my community's standards, as well as the U.S. Constitution, 
allow an adult citizen to view or read anything, including sexually 
explicit material. | 


NOTICE! SIGNATURE REQUIRED FOR ORDER TO BE SHIPPED! | 


Signature 





Mr. Mrs. Miss Ms. 
Address 
City | 


| 

| 
ES 

(min. charge order $25.) | 

| 





OM.C. O Visa Exp. date 
Acct. # | 





Bank or Org. issuing card 
Void outside U.S. and where prohibited by law 
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[Silence, then beep. ]—mMARCEL MARCEAU 
—Walter Allison, Columbus, Ohio 


Hello. You've reached telephone num- 

ber 000-0001. Leave a message and I'll 

have Mr. Watson return your call.— 
ALEXANDER GRAHAM BELL 

—David E. Campbell, 

Kew Gardens, N.Y. 


Hold on—|'m coming. .. . —DR, RUTH 
—L.$. Squires, Ocean Port, N.J. 


I'm wheel fortunate to have gotten your 
call. When it comes your turn, please 
leave your message in short phrases or 
familiar quotations. Don't leave any- 
thing out. If you're the winning caller, 
you'll get a set of American Tourister 
luggage.—VANNA WHITE | 
—Ron Riley, Lawrence, Mass. 


Listen up, Pilgrim, and listen good, 
‘cause |'m only gonna play this once. 
There's a beep that comes through here, 
and you've got 24 seconds to get your 
message down, and then | want you out 
of this area code. Be seein’ ya. 
—JOHN WAYNE 

—B. A. Boyd, Halifax, 

Nova Scotia, Canada 


Aaaah! [snort]. H-hi, this is ... this is 
... Rrrraaah! |'m not fuckin’ home! So 
...80, ifya...if you'd be kind enough 
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to Rrraaaah! lf youcould...if...if... 

Aaaarrr! Don't ever call me again! 
BOB GOLDTHWAIT 

—Joe Jeziorski, Jamestown, NY. 


Good morning. This is a telephone an- 
swering machine. Your mission, if you 
decide to accept it, is to leave a mes- 
sage that cannot be intercepted. As al- 
ways. if you should fail, the secretary 
will disavow any knowledge of your ac- 
tions. This message will self-destruct at 
the sound of the beep. Good luck! 
—PETER GRAVES 

—George R. Bouton, Lebanon, Tenn. 


This is the Marine headquarters at the 
U.S. embassy. We're busy right now, but 
go ahead and leave any secrets you 
want on this machine and we'll pass 
them along to chosen personnel. 
—Seth Dunbar, Grand Rapids, Mich. 


| am momentarily out of residence at 
this domicile. Should you choose to vo- 
calize your Surname designation and 
your assigned telephonic identification, 
I'll reply to your communique with ex- 
peditious resolve.—HOWARD COSELL 
—John Dixon, Finley, Calif. 


I'm out now, but | shall return. I'll wade 
through your message then.—GENERAL 
DOUGLAS MACARTHUR 

—D. Hudson, APO, San Francisco, Calif. 
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This is the C.I.A. headquarters. No need 
to leave your name or number. Just stay 
on the line for a few seconds, and we'll 
find you. 

—Laurie Watson. New York, NY. 


Ask not for whom the beep sounds. It 
sounds for thee.—ERNEST HEMINGWAY 
—Michael Carroll, Los Angeles, Calif. 


Beep beep. Beep.—ROADRUNNER 
—Randee Pybas, Kansas City, Mo. 


I'm not in right now—l've gone out for 

a bite. Leave your name, number, and 

blood type, and I'll get to you before 
dawn.—COuNT DRACULA 

—A. Simson, Aurora, 

Ontario, Canada 


Maybe you can talk, but | can't-—JOAN 
RIVERS 
—Robert Payson, San Diego, Calif. 


| can't talk right now. I’m using the phone 
for something else.—LINDA LOVELACE 
—Royal Naughton, Medfield, Oreg. 


At the sound of the G-natural tone, 
please sing along.—MITCH MILLER 
—Sam Posner, Miami, Fla. 


My beep is longer than your beep. 
—JOHN HOLMES 
—Walter Olivier, San Jose, Calif. Ot+-g 
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Pumping Irene I! has lots of sizzling 
sex, with sweat streaming off the lovers 
as if they were in a workout. 








X-RATED VIDEO 


BY AL GOLDSTEIN 





BLACKS LIKE ME 

A Taste of Black 

(Wet) SL 

There is one reason for a 
tape like this to exist, and one 
reason only: for the fetish 
value. Interracial sex is one of 
the enduring best-selling 
themes for hard-core Times 
Square porn, I'm told, 

and there's a subcult in the 
video world. 

A Taste of Black does 
come through with some 
scorching black-and-white in 
full color. Best is Amber 
Lynn's sloppily sexy blowjob 
whereby she takes on two 
men at once, gaining her 
mention in the fellatrice hall 
of fame. The plot is extremely 
negligible, the action non- 
stop, and the encounters fairly 
well spread between the 
races and sexes. This one is 
for fetishists only. 


BICEPSUALITY 

Pumping Irene I! 
(Fantasy) Ld 

On the one hand, this is a 
terrible tape: Bad acting, 
atrocious editing, lousy 
sound, and a lame script 
come together to produce a 
muddy misfire. On the other 





hand, the sexual pair-offs are 
sometimes inspired, throwing 
off sparks that ignite at least 
some degree of interest. 
Since it's well-known that you 
need only one hand to watch 
an all-sex tape such as this, 
I'd come close to recom- 
mending Pumping Irene |! just 
for some of the sizzling sex. 
The emphasis is on acrobatic, 
athletic fucking, and the 
sweat streams off the lovers 
as if they were in a workout. 
Lois Ayres is Irene, the 
owner of a gym-on-wheels 
she runs with two other 
women: “The Mobile Muscle 
Factory.” Ayres is still the 
best newcomer in porn, hook 
nose and all: She has a 
thrust to her personality that 
matches the jut of her tits. 
The plot lurches forward as 
Ayres and her cohorts break 
down in the driveway of the 
coach of the “Houston Hon- 
chos," a football team. Soon 
we are cutting back and 
forth through three sets of 
couples, all in various stages 
of heat. If you can handle 
the total absence of civilized 
technical values, you'll find 
Pumping Irene Il to be a 
diamond in the muff. 
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Times Square: city sleaze. 


COCKUMENTARY 

Times Square Comes Alive 
(VCA)L1 

Times Square Comes Alive is 
a strange, quirky tape, defi- 
nitely not your run-of-the- 

mill adult-entertainment 
extravaganza. Two New York 
filmmakers named Vince 


A Taste of Black comes through with some scorching black-and-white in full color. 
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Benedetti and Marc Roberts 
conspired with the hot, hot 
queen of kink, Veronica Vera, 
and together they've cooked 
up what amounts to a cock’s 
tour of a very specific corner 
of Times Square: the corner 
of Eighth Avenue and 42nd 
Street, where sits the mega- 
emporium of adult entertain- 
ment, Show World. 

The producers more or 
less reconstructed Show 
World, giving the uninitiated 
a fair idea of what goes on 
inside. The result is a gritty, 
grimy portrait of sleaze in 
the big city—not prettified, 
not romanticized, but real. 
The tape will offend those 
people who want to dress up 
their sexuality before they 
take it out, but it will fascinate 
those who want to see life 
portrayed as it is. 

Veronica, playing Christine 
Career, a reporter for “69 
Minutes,” goes into the 
dressing rooms, the live-sex 
stages, the peep-show 
booths, and the paraphernalia 
shops of this typical adult 
establishment. A lot of the 
action is forced, faked, or 
somehow flawed, but it 
nevertheless communicates 
what these places are like. 
Vera is still sexier than hell: 
With her generous hooters, 
she vamps and camps 
through a nightmare vision of 
hell. The title, by the way, is 
ironic: Times Square Comes 
Alive waS made just as Times 
Square is dying, demolished 
beneath the greed and cupid- 
ity of real estate speculators. 


PENTHOUSE PICK 

Raising Hell 

(Vidco) 42.1 

Harold Lime produced this 
tape directly on video, and it 
suffers from the limitations 

of that method, but the acting 








Raising Hell: Sensuality triumphs over a crude beginning. 


and the pure sensuality 
allow it to triumph over its 
crude beginnings. 

The plot concerns a failing 
magic shop that is trans- 
formed into a bordello so the 
owners can pay the rent 
and finance their return to 
graduate school—an unlikely 
enough contrivance, true, 
but again, the sex triumphs. 
The real revelation here is the 
fact that Siobhan (pronounced 
“Sha-vahn") Hunter has 
turned into a first-rate adult 
actress. Her flat-chested 
boy's body will turn off the tit 
men out there, but she has 
a full-throttle sensuality 
that cancels out everything 
else. There is also a sizzling 
scene involving Hershel 
Savage and some hookers 
dressed as cheerleaders, 
plus a three-way .involving the 
cheerleaders in a very 
strange combination. Put the 
writing (and writhing) talent 


here into a bigger-budget 
production, and you'd have a 
classic piece of adult enter- 
tainment. As it is, Raising 
Hell is a superior tape. 


AIRHEADS 

Sky Foxes 

(VCA) hf 

Famous photo “slutterbug” 
Suze Randall produced this 
atmospheric raunch romp, 
and her influence shows 

in its picture-perfect cinema- 
tography and tang-of-kink 
action. Paula Harlow, Megan 
Bradley, and Sheena Horne 
play a trio of less-than-brilliant 
but very estrous steward- 
esses on a nonstop flight to 
London. The three fill in their 
downtime by gossiping to 
one another about their lives 
and loves, and we soon 

cut to a vignette of a sexy 
three-way betwixt Harlow 
and two men, then to a fake 
photo session featuring a 


sleazy Tom Byron. 

This heats everyone up to 
the point where the stews 
are ready to take on a few of 
the passengers themselves. 
A daydreaming hunk is con- 
tent to only dream about 
boffing Horne, but others 
enthusiastically join the 
“25,000 Feet Club.” The set 
is rather loosely put together, 
with an airplane john about 
12 times the size of a real 
one, but the action is hot and 
heavy enough that we don't 
notice such details. Especially 
juicy is a virtual orgy-fuck in 
the seats as the plane 
touches down, with Billy Dee 
and Peter North doing the 
stud honors. Sky Foxes 
doesn't quite make it to first 
Class, but it does cruise 
pretty high. 


A LITTLE DEB’'LL DO YA 
Debbie Duz Dishes III 
(AVC) LS 


Debbie is the ragingly popular 


carnal comedy series that 
is now in its third episode, 
once again showcasing Nina 
Hartley as the ditsy house- 


wife of the title. The producers 


have maintained a surefire 
formula throughout: Keep a 
flip, breezy tone going, and 
alternate the comedy with 
heavy doses of heavy 
breathing. You'd think the 
result would be a schizoid 
mishmash of laughable sex, 
but somehow it works. It's 

in no small part due to Hart- 


ley, who Is really a competent 
comedienne—especially at 
this type of cornball stuff. 
This time around, Debbie's 
hubby Donald dies, getting 
run over by a truck delivering 
Meese Commission reports. 
We visit him in heaven (where 
it's none too sure he'll stay), 
and follow Debbie's travails as 
a widow. Some parts of the 
tape get talky, and the wom- 
en's bodies are not what 
youd call a tit-lover’s dream 
(except for one grotesque 
example). All in all, though, 
D.D.D. Ill Keeps the laughs 
and the lust at a high level. 
Jokey suburban satire 
is not everyone's cup of tea, 
and not everyone likes comic 
Carnality, but Debbie's suc- 
cess proves someone out 
there can giggle and ogle at 
the same time.Ot-g 





Dishes III: /ust at a high level. 


RATING KEY 


4. Not recommended—You'll either get ripped off or 
get the least for your money. 


AL Fair to reliable—You'l get what you pay for with 
minimum results. 

LLL Good—Standards of professionalism are maintained 
LLL Highly recommended—tThe best of its kind available. 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 129 


Everyone in this business knows that 
"short stay” means only one of two things: 
Either a driver needs a few hours sleep, 
or some good, hard fucking is going to 
go on. 

While he registered, | saw my wife in 
the car combing her hair and putting on 
her makeup. | saw that they were going 
to be in room 107. | ran as fast as | could 
out the back of the office to the room. 
Once there, | hid in the closet. leaving the 
door open just a crack so that | could see 
the action, Short-stay patrons rarely bring 
clothes to hang in the closet, so | knew 
my presence would go unnoticed. 

They arrived at the room a few minutes 
after | did. Gail went to the bathroom to 
freshen up. In the meantime, Ray had 
taken off all of his clothes and was lying 
on the bed, stroking his cock. Ray is older 
than me, and a little pudgy on the sides 
but as I'd learn, his cock is still in working 
order. When Gail came out of the bath- 
room, she was still fully dressed. Ray said, 
“Take your clothes off and lie next to me.” 
Gail started a striptease that excited nol 
only Ray, but me too! 

She danced around for a minute or so, 
removing her blouse, skirt, and shoes. 
Ray's cock was standing straight up as 
he watched her move. My cock was just 


as attentive. Gail turned away, and un- 
hooked her bra. Out bounced her beau- 
tiful tits. |! wanted to grab them, but | knew 
that | had to remain quiet. Gail grasped 
the elastic of her panties and pulled them 
down. Ray began to moan as he caught 
the first glimpse of her pussy. She took 
off her panties and dropped them on 
Ray's face. He took in the aroma of her 
pussy and then pulled her on top of him. 

They began to kiss as their hands 
roamed all over each other's body. Ray 
started sliding down Gail's body and 
stopped when his head was between her 
legs. He lapped at her pussy very ten- 
derly and then turned around into the 
sixty-nine position so that Gail could re- 
ciprocate. | could see Gail’s pussy wide 
open in front of me as Ray expertly 
worked on it with his tongue and lips. 
Next, ne took his index finger and slowly 
inserted il into her. She started scream- 
ing, “Oh yes, Ray! I'm coming!” | felt like 
| was going to come myself. After she 
caught her breath, Ray turned around and 
kissed her again. | could see Gail licking 
her juices from Ray’s face. Just then, Gail 
grabbed his cock and plowed it deep 
inside of her. By the second stroke, Ray 
was in up to his balls and rocking hard. 
As he pumped harder, Gail moaned 
louder. She kept saying things like, “Oh, 
Ray! Do it to me harder! Fill me with your 
big cock!” | couldn't believe all the things 
that Ray was making her say and do. All 


CONGRESSMAN SLUMP IT HAS LONG 
BEEN RUMORED THAT TUKKEVS 

ARE SO STUPID THAT THEY CAN 
ACTUALLY DROWN WHILE LOOKING 
UP To SEE IF 11 SAVQIWING.. 


136 PENTHOUSE 





of this, to say the least. was very much 
out of character for Gail 

Ray rolled over onto his back and 
pulled Gail on top of him. his cock still 
tightly inside her pussy. This almost wiped 
me out. | had a great view of Gail with 
her knees drawn up, her pussy wide open, 
and Ray s cock buried inside. It was truly 
a sight! He reached up and started rub- 
bing her clit as she rode his rod. He called 
out. “I'm coming. baby!” at which she re- 
plied, “| am, too!” | wished that | had been 
part of that action 

After all the excitement subsided. they 
rolled over next to each other and kissed 
some more. Ray suddenly got up and 
said, “| hate to fuck and run, Gail. but 
wed better head back to the office be- 
fore were missed.” He headed for the 
bathroom as Gail lay back on the bed to 
rest. She reached a finger between her 
legs and lightly stroked the swollen lips 
of her wet pussy. Then she brought her 
finger to her mouth and licked it clean. 

When they were both dressed and set 
to leave, Gail said to Ray, “Thanks. | really 
needed that.” After they'd gone, | came 
out and climbed on the bed. The room 
still smelled of passion, and | jerked off, 
taking in the aroma. Afterward, | quickly 
dressed and returned to the desk. 

When Gail got home, | asked her how 
her day was. She replied. “The usual.” | 
told her that | wanted to fuck her, and she 
said- that she wanted to take a shower 
first. | told her no, that | wanted to fuck 
and suck her just the way she was. | said 
| would just pretend that she had fucked 
someone earlier and therefore her smell 
would turn me on. When | started suck- 
ing her, | could taste the remnants of Ray’s 
come inside her. She was hotter than | 
could ever remember. When! came, | said 
to her, “Thanks. | really needed that.” She 
looked at me strangely, but | just smiled 
and turned away. | have never mentioned 
the incident in the motel and neither has 
she. However, both these secrets’ have 
kept our sex life going strong.—Name 
and adoress withheld 


POLICE FRIVOLITY 

| am an 18-year-old military policeman, 
about six foot tall with a medium build. | 
was recently stationed at a base in the 
“land of enchantment.” and since I've 
been here. | have found southwestern 
girls to be quite wild. Being brand-new to 
this area, | decided to visit the new club 
on base. 

It was a typical Friday night: good beer, 
good friends. and plenty of hot-ana- 
bothered women. My buddy Rich and | 
were getting to know Mr. Brewski pretty 
well. We approached two very attractive 
young ladies and asked them to dance. 
They both accepted. | happened to get 
shacked with a real beauty by the name 
of Caroline. She was blond. about five 
foot seven. with blue eyes. long legs, and 
a smile what would give an impotent man 
a sure rise! We danced slow. With her 
perfectly rounded tits pressed against my 


chest, and her pelvic action going to work 
on my already swollen member, | couid 
hardly contain myself. We finished the 
dance and made another trip to the bar, 
giving my rod a chance to rest. We con- 
tinued to drink, talk, and flirt. 

Caroline suggested we go back to my 
dorm room for a few more drinks. | ex- 
cused myself to the john, and when | re- 
turned | found Caroline fondling her clit. 
wearing nothing but my beret and her 
high heels. When | asked her what she 
was doing, she replied, “Playing police- 
man. It’s time for a strip search.” 

She went to work removing my shirt 
and began to lick my belly button. In one 
quick jerk, my 501's were on their way to 
my knees. She took my tool into her mouth 
and began to suck, lick, and nibble franti- 
cally. She stopped for a moment to re- 
move the rest of my clothes and then went 
right back to waxing my lizard. She was 
moaning and fingering her clit like there 
was no tomorrow! She started to yell, 
“Come in my mouth!” Her cheeks tight- 
ened, as !f to simulate an aching pussy. 
She was hungry for it. 

| felt myself about to come, and then 
pulled her close so my rod was no longer 
exposed. | blew a load like never before 
and was astonished that Caroline could 
take it all, milking me dry. While | was still 
dizzy from the pleasure, she laid me down 
and mounted my face. Her pussy was 
soft and juicy, and she loved the tongue 
fucking | was dishing out. She moved in 
total pleasure and was practically drilling 
my head into the floor! Caroline couldn't 
stop telling me how good my tongue felt. 

| was now ready for the fucking of my 
life. She moved off my face and walked 
over to the window. Through her pranc- 
ing movements, | caught a great view of 
her glistening pussy lips from the rear. 
Her juices flowed down the crack of her 
buttocks and down the back of her thighs. 
She grabbed the side of the windowsill 
and beckoned me over. | made my way 
to where she was irresistibly positioned, 
then grabbed her by her shapely waist 
Caroline took one hand off the sill and 
aimed my cock into her awaiting box. She 
moaned as my shaft became totally 
embedded inside the heaven | had found. 

Caroline loved my touch, and | did not 
hesitate in pleasing her. Once again, she 
Started to flick her clit with her free hand. 
Not only did this satisfy her, but her fin- 
gers sliding across the top of my cock 
gave me unbearable pleasure! 

Her hip movements grew faster. Before 
| knew it, we were fucking like two rabbits 
in heat. Caroline screamed. “Oh God. I’m 
coming!” and she did. The power of her 
enormous orgasm almost knocked my 
tool out of her burning box. She begged 
me to come inside of her. | no longer had 
control of my cock, and my swollen cock 
exploded, pumping Caroline full. 

For the first time on this incredible night, 
we made it to my bed. Both of us panting, 
we hit the sheets. After one more blowjob 
that ended in another of my 12-qauge- 
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shotgun loads into her awaiting mouth, 

we fell asleep in each other's arms. | have 

()Q) and will continue to give Caroline my full 
° attention whenever I'm in town!—Name 


and acoress withheld 
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) Like many others, | never envisioned in 
my wildest dreams that | would have any- 
thing worth writing “Forum’ about—that 

in is, until now. | am the maintenance su- 

¥ / pervisor at a large shopping mall in the 
, \ s Southeast. It contains several television- 
viewing areas that are all under the con- 

trol of one central operator in our elec- 

tronic surveillance compound. One night, 

when the chief operator was ill, she asked 

if | would fill in for her, and | gladly agreed. 

After the mall had closed and | had 
been given control of the electronic brain 





. \ of the mall, my girlfriend and | decided 
: ~ to view a videotape of one of our fervent 
/~ lovemaking sessions. Not thinking for a 


S moment that this come-flying extrava- 
wn ‘ ganza was being broadcast over all of 
the TV pits in the mall, we relaxed with a 
few drinks and reenacted the tumultuous 
“slide show. 

The next day, while performing my 
uSual duties, | was approached by Pam 
a redhaired vixen who works in the lin- 
gerie boutique. She asked if | could help 
her move a heavy box in her stockroom, 
and when she led me into the back of the 
store, it became apparent to me that the 
only box that was in the room was hers. 
As | turned to her with an inquisitive look, 
she smiled and anxiously removed her 
clothing. 

As the girth of my nine-inch throbbing 
love tool began to swell, she said that she 
wanted me to pound it into her the same 
way that she had seen me do it on TV 
last night. Only then did | realize that Pam 
had been working late that night and saw 
all. To my astonishment, the sexcapade 
was even better with a new leading lady. 
While we were thrusting and grinding, she 
screamed in ecstasy. Just as the vibra- 
tions of my up-coming explosion began 
to focus upon the epicenter of my dia- 
mond-hard jism pumper, Pam threw me 
onto my back and sucked my knob so 
hard that | thought my balls would pop 
out of the end of my pud. When | blasted 
my load of hot liquid protein deep into 
her tight, hungry throat, she sucked down 
every drop as if she were starving 

Since that lust-filied evening, it seems 
as though there have been a lot of heavy 
boxes needing to be moved throughout 
the mall_—Name and address withheld 
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HEAT WAVES 

I've been a steady reader of Penthouse 
“Forum” for the past 14 years, and 13 of 
them have been spent serving the US 
Navy—! am presently stationed in Pearl 
Harbor, Hawaii. One night, after they 
sounded liberty call, two shipmates and 


 . Black Velvet® | decided to hit the town to relax at one 


- ; : ~ of the local strip bars 
The Premium Whisky Imported from Canada. As soon as we walked in, we spotted 
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three chairs right in front of the stage. 
One of the waitresses came over to take 
our order, but since | don’t drink much, | 
ordered soda and a pitcher of beer for 
Cliff and Maurice. We must have been 
there for five or six hours when Cliff spied 
a busty brunette babe sitting all alone at 
one of the tables a few feet from ours. By 
this time he and Maurice weren't feeling 
much pain, and Cliff said he was going 
over to see if he’d be lucky enough to 
pick her up. 

When he returned empty-handed a few 
minutes later, Maurice decided he'd give 
it a try, too—but when he returned to the 
table, he told me that she wanted me to 
go over and talk to her. | slowly stood up, 
walked over to her table, and as | looked 
down at her, my eyes traveled from her 
face to the nicest-looking 38Cs that I've 
seen in a long time. “You wanted to talk 
to me about something?” | asked her. 
When she looked up, her eyes were filled 
with lust, and she asked me to join her 
for a drink. 

| explained that | didn't drink, but 
wouldn't mind if she did. After we had 
chatted for about half an hour or so, Lisa 
Jo asked if | would walk her out to her 
car. | quickly said | would, even though | 
felt like | had just made "strike three” and 
the game was over. When we arrived at 
her car, | stood there until she had the 
car door open, all prepared for the no- 
kiss, “it was nice meeting you” routine 
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and “thanks for walking me out to my car” 
bit. But as she was about to sit down, she 
suddenly spun around to face me, her 
hard, pointed nipples pushing through the 
skintight leotard she was wearing under 
her jeans, and said, “| want your body!” 
Shit. | was caught off guard, and | heard 
myself speak before thinking, saying, 
“When, where, and what time?” 

She answered, “Tonight, under the 
stars, and in one hour from now!” Lisa Jo 
told me where to meet her and | said that 
| Knew the place and that I'd be there in 
an hour. Before she drove off, she looked 
up and said, “Please don't disappoint me, 
and hurry.” 

Shortly after she left, | went back inside 
to tell the guys of my luck and to ask Cliff 
if he could lend me his car for the night. 
When we got back to the ship, | asked 
Maurice to get me some blankets from 
my bunk and bring them to me on the 
pier. Then, mission accomplished, | 
headed out to meet Lisa Jo. 

As | arrived at our designated spot, | 
found her there in her car, waiting for me. 
She pulled up alongside me and told me 
to follow her. | drove behind her for about 
a mile, when she turned onto a dirt road 
leading to some waterfront not far from 
the airport runway, and stopped beside 
some tall weeds. We parked, and as | 
watched her get out of her car, | noticed 
her pull a blanket of her own out of the 
backseat. | grabbed my blankets and we 
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laid them on the ground. The next thing 
| knew, she had already pulled off her 
pants and came over to help me out of 
my clothes. | unbuttoned her leotard all 
the way past her breasts while she kept 
on undressing me until | was bare. As | 
started to pull her top off her shoulders, 
she stopped me, said, “Here, this will be 
faster,” and reached down and pulled 
open the snaps on her crotch. | now had 
a good look at her pussy, which already 
looked ready for a good fuck. 

Since | was already bare-assed, | 
pulled her leotard over her head and 
tossed it on the ground, on top of the rest 
of the clothes. Our tongues mingled to- 
gether as Lisa Jo pulled me down on top 
of her, locking her legs around my ass. 
After the kiss, | continued to kiss her 
cheeks and nibble her ears and neck 
while my hands glided over her velvet- 
smooth skin. | gently squeezed her 
breasts, toying with each nipple between 
forefinger and thumb, and as.| brought 
my mouth down on each sweet nugget, 
they became harder and longer. All the 
time this was going on, Lisa Jo was 
grinding her hot mound against my hard 
cock. | couldn't wait any longer—| just 
had to taste that wet, steamy pussy. 

| quickly moved my head down be- 
tween her legs, licking the juice that 
flowed down her thighs. Then | started a 
slow, teasing rotation around her clit with 
my tongue before spearing it deep within 


“It must be more than water—he's getting conflicting signals.” 
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her sopping-wet slit. | placed the head of 
my cock against her juicy cunt, | began 
to guide my shaft slowly into her. But Lisa 
Jo just couldn't wait any longer for me to 
hit bottom, With her legs wrapped firmly 
around my ass, she pulled me all the way 
inside her until | struck the bottom of her 
love canal. “God, you feel so good inside 
me!" she moaned as she ground herself 
into me. | began stroking my dick in and 
out of her, picking up speed with each 
thrust until she started to shake and 
quiver with her first orgasm. Then she lay 
still and let her pussy do the rest. Her 
cunt clenched my cock in a viselike grip, 
then began to contract and relax around 
it, giving It the milking of my life. It wasn't 
long before | too came. 

As we lay side by side, facing each 
other, | softly caressed her breasts as she 
slowly stroked my half-erect cock. Lisa 
Jo was no way ready to stop yet. She 
kissed her way down my belly and onto 
the head of my cock; then she took its 
length into her warm, wet mouth, getting 
me hard all over again. She stopped long 
enough to look up at me and, licking her 
lips, say, “I've just got to taste your hot 
come.” Then she went down on me again, 
licking and sucking for what seemed like 
ages. | soon felt the surge of come build- 
ing deep inside my balls and, unable to 
hold back any longer, | moaned to her, 
“Here | come again.” | let my sperm fill 
her mouth, and Lisa Jo swallowed every 
drop | had to give. Then she lay down 
beside me, letting me rest for a while to 
catch my breath. 

Believe it or not, as | lay there stroking 
her naked body, | felt my dick start get- 
ting hard again. | reached over for her 
hand and, as | gently put it down on my 
hard cock, said, “Guess what?” She was 
surprised that | was hard again so fast, 
and so was |, since |'m usually just a “once 
a night" or maybe “twice, if I'm in the 
mood” type of guy. “Fuck! When we get 
finished this time, I'm gonna be worn out 
inside and out!" she said, shaking her 
head in disbelief. Laughingly | said, “Who 
was it that wanted to use whose body?” 

Lisa Jo slowly straddled me, and as 
she eased her hot slit down over the head 
of my dick, it felt like it was on fire. She 
bounced up and down a short while, then 
started going faster and faster, riding me 
into the ground. When we first started, it 
was only 11 PM. now it was going on 4 
A.M. It was indeed the best loving I've had 
in a long time. We fell asleep, naked to- 
gether under the blankets, until 9:30 the 
next morning, then made love one last 
time for the memory of it. A few cars 
passed by as we dressed, their drivers 
getting an eyeful—but we couldn't have 
cared less at the time. 

When we had our blankets packed in 
our Cars, we gave each other our ad- 
dresses—then kissed long and slow, and 
parted to go our own ways. Unfortu- 
nately, | got careless and sent her ad- 
dress through the wash—so if you're out 
there, Lisa Jo, and you read this, please 
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let me know what is going on in your life — 
Name and adaress withheld 


LITTLE SISTER 

At the time this story begins, | was a man- 
ager in a Chicago division of a Fortune 
10 company. Things started innocently 
enough when | took my girlfriend Nina 
out for Chinese food. With us at dinner 
was Nina's sister from Atlanta, Cara, 
whom | had not met before. 

As we talked, | remember noticing that 
Cara was quite attractive and interesting. 
| thought about getting to know her bet- 
ter, but | also knew that Nina was pos- 
sessive and would not be the least bit 
amused if | got to know any woman bet- 
ter, let alone her little sister. 

Since | had more space at my house 
than Nina had at hers, | suggested that 
we all sleep there. My offer was gra- 
ciously accepted. That night, Nina and | 
slept in my bedroom while Cara occu- 
pied the quest bedroom. As | made love 
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The itch between 
her legs was too much for 
her to take. Keeping 
one hand on the wheel, she 
spread her legs and 
slipped her other hand inside 
her panties. 
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to Nina, thoughts of Cara kept popping 
into my head. | wished that | was making 
love to her, or that she would walk in and 
join us. Nina is not only possessive, but 
also straight, so | knew this was not in the 
cards. The weekend ended unevenifully, 
and Cara returned to Atlanta. 

About two months later, | had to go to 
Atlanta on company business, so | de- 
cided to call Cara and ask her out to din- 
ner. As | was going to be staying in a 
fancy hotel, | suggested she bring a 
bathing suit so that we could take advan- 
tage of the facilities. Upon landing in At- 
lanta, | rented a car at the airport and 
drove to my hotel. When | arrived, Cara 
was waiting for me in the lobby. As we 
stood in the check-in line, we talked and 
decided to go swimming before dinner. 
She accompanied me to my room so that 
we could change into our bathing suits. 
| behaved like a perfect gentleman. She 
responded in kind by playing the part of 
a well-bred lady. | changed in the bath- 
room while giving her the privacy of the 
more comfortable bedroom. 

After swimming, we Sat in the nearby 
Jacuzzi, which we had all to ourselves, 
and talked. It seemed to me that our legs 


and feet kept accidentally touching each 
other more than one would expect for two 
uninvolved people. | was trying to decide 
whether this could be attributed to my 
imagination working overtime, when Cara 
answered the question for me by starting 
to rub my crotch. As the water in the Ja- 
Cuzzi was turbulent, the 20 or so people 
sitting around the poo! could not see what 
was going on beneath tt. 

Before long, | felt my penis starting to 
swell. | was thinking about what to do next 
when Cara again decided things for me. 
Deftly, beneath the water, she removed 
her swimsuit, and then mine. Quickly and 
expertly she turned to face me, straddled 
my legs, and mounted my now fully hard 
member. It was a wonderfully erotic ex- 
perience making love in front of a crowd 
of people. Nevertheless, | was thankful 
no one could see what was going on be- 
low our waists. | just hoped that the tub’s 
jets would not suddenly stop, causing the 
water to instantly turn transparent. My fear 
added to the excitement of the moment. 

While the unique surroundings and the 
spontaneity of our activities served to 
create the conditions for one of the most 
erotic experiences in my life, it also ne- 
cessitated that our lovemaking be per- 
formed slowly and in a single position. 
Just as | was about to come, | gently re- 
moved Cara from my hard cock and sug- 
gested that we return to the room. She 
quickly agreed. 

Back at the room, the wet swimsuits 
came off quickly and fell to the plushly 
carpeted floor. It didn't take Cara more 
than a few seconds to get me hard again. 
We continued our lovemaking, this time 
more wildly, as we no longer had to worry 
about the constraints induced by our 
previous surroundings. Magnificent si- 
multaneous orgasms were reached quite 
some time later, followed by a leisurely 
dinner, and capped with continuous 
lovemaking and cuddling until morning, 
which arrived much sooner than either of 
us would have liked. 

For the next two years, until Cara 
moved in with a boyfriend (1 think he must 
be a very lucky guy), | looked her up 
whenever | had business in Atlanta. Since 
the first dinner, Nina has asked me—at 
first frequently, of late occasionally—if 
Cara and | ever did anything other than 
eat and talk. Now you know why | had to 
change the names and cities. Nina still 
does not know.—Name and adoress 
withheld 


JERSEY GIRL 
We met last summer at the Jersey Shore 
during Labor Day weekend. At the time, 
Phoebe was only 19, and | was 24. | was 
led to believe that she was older, and only 
after we had slept together did she re- 
veal her real age. Now, | have had my 
share of experiences with women, but 
nothing before had prepared me for what 
was about to happen. 

| saw her at a bar on the shore one 
night, and after the usual “eye contact” 
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and “body language” bullshit, we started 
to talk. We danced, had a few drinks, and 
by the end of the evening we both knew 
we definitely wanted to get to know each 
other better. We agreed to meet on the 
beach the next day. 

When next | saw her, | knew | was in 
luck. She is a sunny-blond-haired girl with 
an excellent body, and that day on the 
beach she was Clad in a sleeveless white 
tank top, tightly pulled over her firm, lus- 
cious tits. On her lower half, she wore an 
electric-blue G-string bikini that showed 
off her entire tan young ass. My cock woke 
up immediately and | knew it would not 
rest until | had her sweet young pussy. 

We spent the day getting to know each 
other better, and by the time it started to 
get late | knew that | didn't want her to 
leave me at all. She was with a couple of 
friends who wanted to leave sooner than 
she did, so she asked me to come home 
with them. We happened to be lying un- 
der a blanket together to keep warm as 
the sun started to go down, so | asked 
Phoebe’s friends to wait a few minutes 
while we discussed whether or not I'd go 
back with them. 

By this time, both Phoebe and | were 
more than a little hot. Phoebe leaned over, 
kissed me passionately, and began slowly 
stroking my stomach. | was already 
sporting a terrific hard-on, and my eight- 
inch cock was practically exploding when 
she brushed her fingers across my shorts. 
“You don't mind me doing that, do you?” 
she asked me with touching innocence. 

“Not at all,” | said. “Hell, I've been wait- 
ing for this all day!” 

She replied by squeezing my cock 
through my tight shorts and stroking my 
aching balls. My hands found their way 
from her perky tits down to her bikini bot- 
toms. | slid my hand under her and 
stroked her mound as she spread her 
legs. | slipped my fingers into her crack. 
She moaned softly as my fingers ca- 
ressed her pussy, and she gasped as | 
slid my middle finger into her cunt. 

Phoebe was now slowly jerking me off, 
and | was so excited | nearly came right 
then. “! want to do it,” she whispered in 
my ear. | was so horny by this time that | 
was ready to ignore the fact that we were 
in public, on the beach, in daylight. We 
poked our heads out from under the 
blanket and looked around. There were 
a few people left on the beach, but no 
one was nearby. We ducked back under 
and began kissing hungrily. 

Phoebe helped me out of my shorts 
and at the same time seemed to lose her 
clothes. | discreetly climbed on top of her 
and she guided my prick to her hot, wet 
pussy. My cock slid into her so easily that 
the sensation sent a rush through my 
body, and | knew | would come sooner 
than | wanted to. Her hot cunt was 
squeezing my cock as she thrust her hips 
up against mine. 

The wonderful feeling of being with her 
proved too much for me, and it seemed 
like | had barely started to fuck her when 
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| came. My stiff cock ignited in her cunt, 
filling her with my come. The world around 
us disappeared in a shower of sparks as 
my orgasm shook my body. 

When it was over, | explained to Phoebe 
that it had been along time since I'd made 
love to a woman, and | promised her a 
much more satisfying fuck later that night. 
We looked up from under the blanket and 
saw her friends approaching us. “He's 
coming with us,” Phoebe explained. “| 
talked him into it.” Later that night, after 
we'd showered and eaten dinner, we were 
finally left alone again. It felt as good as 
it did earlier, only this time | wanted to 
give her the best fuck she had ever had, 
not the shortest. 

As we kissed and cuddled in an arm- 
chair in Phoebe's apartment, | took con- 
trol and kissed my way down her sensi- 
tive belly to her perfectly trimmed mound 
of blond hair. | explored her bush and slid 
a finger into her crack to find her tiny clit. 
Phoebe sat with her legs spread wide 
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She had a perfectly 
proportioned figure, and her 
breasts, with their 
stiffened nipples, now looked 
like 44's. “Okay, 
eat me now!” she commanded. 
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open, dangling them over the arms of the 
chair. | began to lick her beautiful pussy, 
lifting her ass into the air as | plunged my 
tongue into her wet slit. She gasped and 
moaned loudly as | sucked her clit and 
rubbed her cunt with my bearded chin. 
As she got hotter, | got more intense, 
fucking her cunt with my whole face, 
burying my nose as | tongued her. 

By this time my cock was bursting to 
get off, and | obliged myself by holding 
her legs up and pushing my dick deep 
into her cunt. | watched as it slid inside 
her, disappearing right up to my own pu- 
bic hair. | fucked her slowly at first, but 
she urged me to go faster and faster. “Oh 
God, fuck me,” she kept saying, “fuck me 
harder! Oh yeah, baby, fuck me so hard!" 
| stopped for a moment, turned her over 
so that she was standing with her back 
to me, and reentered her from behind. 
The sight of her bent over the chair with 
her ass in the air turned me on tremen- 
dously. It was sO gorgeous, with her G- 
string tan line right up the middle. | 
couldn't believe how lucky | was—she 
had the cutest body | had ever fucked. 
And she knew just how to turn me on. 

| slid my shaft back into her soaking- 


wet pussy, grabbed her hips, and started 
slamming into her. She was screaming 
with ecstasy. Her cunt squirmed and 
squeezed my cock until | came like never 
before. | felt sure that she had come her- 
self, but she explained to me that it was 
sometimes difficult for her to achieve full 
orgasm during intercourse. | asked her 
what | needed to do, and Phoebe showed 
me what she wanted. | wish more women 
knew what they want and need to give 
them the incredible release that could be 
theirs for the asking. 

| put my finger into her cunt, which was 
still wet from her juices and my jism. | felt 
inside her for her G spot and, following 
Phoebe's instructions, massaged this lit- 
tle hard knob of flesh in the back of her 
cunt, rubbing it in circles from side to side. 
She was lying on her back on the carpet, 
and | knelt over her so | could lick and 
kiss her hard nipples. My arm got a little 
tired as she wriggled under my hand. 

“Faster, faster, oh, deeper, deeper!" she 
kept gasping. | started to caress her 
pussy as hard and fast as | could go. Her 
cunt muscles squeezed my finger tightly 
and her face went deep red as her or- 
gasm swept through her entire being. 
Then the most amazing thing happened. 
| had never seen it before, but had heard 
of women who reacted like this. Phoebe’s 
come shot out of her pussy and sprayed 
all over both of us. She soaked the rug 
several feet in all directions. 

The look on her face and what | just 
Saw was enough for me to know she had 
just experienced something very spe- 
cial. I'm very glad to know that | can make 
her come like this. Coincidentally, we're 
living together now and plan to get mar- 
ried—on the beach, of course—Name 
and address withheldO+—-, 


For more provocative, stimulating, and 
controversial letters, read the exciting 
Forum Magazine now on sale at your 
newsstand, or for this month's copy, 
send $3.00 to Forum Magazine, 200 
N. 12th St., Newark, NJ 07104. 
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“| SHOULD HAVE BEEN A CARTOONIST” 





According to psychic Christine Kurschner of Diisseldorf, West«| Herman the German, who was hitting a Roman soldier on the 


Germany, the Fihrer’s inner desire was to move to America 
and syndicate a cartoon strip. Christine says his ghost, gaunt 
and on the verge of hysterics, appeared to her early one morn- 
ing, addressing her by name. He broke down in tears as he 
apologized for the horrors of the Third Reich, then “he showed 
me a tattered piece of paper that had a little barbarian he called 


head with a dead fish,” Christine recalls. **He tried to tell me 
the punch line, but he was laughing so hard I couldn't under- 
stand him. When he finally calmed down, he said, ‘If | had 
my life to live over, | would take him to America.’ ”’ The 
apparition then disappeared. (Weekly World News) 

We know a lot of cartoonists like that.—Editor 
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Vampires Shrink 
Before AIDS Threat 


As the AIDS epideniic con- 
tinues to spread through East- 
ern Europe, vampire attacks 
have reached an all- 

time low, reports 

virologist 


doubly susceptible to the vi- 
rus. Other Austrian medical 
experts, however, believe there 
are other factors involved in 
the bloodsucking decline. 
‘For one thing, we have more 


Josef_}| and better mental-health fa- 


Sperl. 

“Vampires i 

are facing the 
most serious threat to survival 
in the history of their breed,” 
he says. citing that cases of 
vampirism have fallen from 75 
a month three years ago to less 
than five a month today. “To 
a vampire. AIDS is worse than 
a stake through the heart. At 
least with a stake, death comes 
quickly. When AIDS kills, it 
kills slow.”’ The doctor adds 
that most vampires tend to be 
homosexuals, making them 
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than 

we had just “i 

three years ago,” says 
psychologist Hans Moser. **l 
think some vampires have 
learned to control their urges 
with therapy.”* (Weekly World 
News—submitted by Bob 
Paris. Oklahoma City. Okla.) 
There's one case of the patient 
bleeding the doctor dry.— 
Editor 








Her Baby 


‘Cause She Ate 


Too Much Licorice 


Katie Moroney told her white husband that their baby was black 
due to the amount of licorice she ate during pregnancy. She 
even went so far as to forge a letter from their doctor, using 
medical jargon to convince him that the boy’s coloring would 
fade by the time he was five. For three years, Kevin never 
discussed his baby with his coworkers at the Kildorrey, Ireland, 
factory where he worked, for fear they wouldn't understand. 
But while drinking one night in a pub with some friends, one 
of them asked to see a picture of the boy, leading Kevin to tell 
them the terrible “truth.” His pals laughed their heads off as 
Kevin left to have it out with his wife, finally learning that 
she'd had an affair with a black American tourist. “I may not 
be the smartest guy in the world,” he says, “but I’m not dumb 
enough to spend one more penny on her or some other guy’s 
baby.” (Weekly World News) ; 

Mavbe he should eat some brains.—Editor 


In response to the pleas of two 
young girls, London minister 
David Wickert exorcised a 
teddy bear possessed by an 
evil spirit. Linda de Winter 
and her roommate Susan 
Thackeray, both music stu- 
dents, told the reverend that 
they awoke one night to the 
sound of the bear’s heavy 
breathing and ear-plercing 
screams. On another night, 
they saw it begin to twitch. 
Then “it began to flail its 
limbs and gasp for air,’’ says 
Susan. “Suddenly, it stopped 
and Jet out a long groan and 
just plopped to the floor.”’ The 
Strange occurrences led Linda 
to remember that when her 


s Black |TEDDY BEAR EXORCISM 


family had lived in Africa, one 
of the servants slit a hole in 
the stuffed animal's left wrist, 
a voodoo ritual that enables 
spirits to enter a body. In a 
candle-lit ritual, Rev. Wickert 
rid the bear of its spirit by 
clasping its feet together and 
chanting in Latin, ““Be away 
with you, devil. Be away with 
you, cursed spirit. Be away 
and never come back!’’ The 
bear began to moan painfully, 
at one point flinging itself on 
the minister's shoulder as if to 
attack him. Finally. it let out 
one last scream, then fell to 
the carpet. (News Extra) 

Was he paid with Monopoly 
money ?—Editor 





CHINA TO OPEN RAT RESTAURANTS 


144 PENTHOUSE 





The only way to rid China of its growing rat population, ac- 
cording to the Economic Information newspaper, is to open rat- 
meat restaurants. The article, quoted by China Daily, said that 
since pest-control efforts have failed, people must realize that 
the rodents are an important resource of meat and skins. Al- 
though peasants in south and west China have long viewed the 
rodents as a delicacy, the article said, “unfortunately, the de- 
licious and highly nourishing rat meat has thus far escaped the 
notice of most gourmets. ... Large-scale eating of rat meat 
will bring immense benefits to the Chinese people and the 
country.’ The success of the restaurants will ultimately rest on 
the promotion of rat meat as gourmet fare. (Kent Daily News 
Journal—submitted by Jim Roberson, Kent, Wash.) 

But will they deliver?—Editor 
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scientists May 


Create 


Apeman Slaves 


Brunetto Chiarelli, dean of anthropology at Florence Univer- 
sity, has revealed that biogenetic scientists, using artificial fer- 


tilization, are capable of creating a new species of slave. 


“an 


anthropoid with a chimpanzee mother and a human father.” 
Unknown laboratories in other countries. including the United 
States, have succeeded in crossbreeding men and chimps, lead- 
ing to the creation of apeman embryos. These apemen. sug- 


gested Chiarelli, 
petitive and disagreeable . 
organs. 


could be used 


“for labor chores that are re- 


. OF as a reservoir for transplant 
* Although Italian scientists agree that the creation of 


such a species is possible, Chiarelli claimed that scientists have 


no interest in going beyond the embryo stage because * 
are no precise political guidelines.” 


‘there 
(Corpus Christi Caller— 


submitted by Carla Allen, Refugio, Tex.) 
Too bad, we could have had a president.—Editor 








A REAL STINK 
IN NEW ZEALAND 


Over 70 million flatulent sheep, grazing on New Zealand's 
grassy hillsides, have made the air virtually unbreathable. 
‘Sheep are very efficient methane producers,” says David Lowe, 
a geophysicist. “‘If you could hook up a sheep to the carburetor 
of your car, you could run it for several kilometers a day.’* The 
sheep are estimated to produce a total of almost 2.5 billion 
gallons of the foul-smelling gas each week. To further under- 
stand the factors behind the growing amount-of methane pol- 
lution, Lowe and his colleague Rodger Sparks have resorted to 
taking samples of the noxious substance from a local agricul- 
tural university, whose sheep subjects have tubes protruding 
from their intestines. “It’s horrible to look at and horrible to 
smell,”’ says Sparks. There seems to be no solution to the prob- 
lem in sight. “About all we can do is stop eating sheep,’’ Lowe 
suggests. ‘People will resist that.’ (Wall Street Journal) 
Silent but deadly.—Editor 


25 YEARS IN 
BOMB SHELTER 


A couple driven into their underground bomb shelter during 
the 1962 Cuban missile crisis have finally surfaced, he alive 
and she a grotesque mummy. Hermann Moller of Wetzlar, Ger- 
many, heir to a vast fortune, had built the 570-square-foot shel- 
ter in the fifties. When war looked imminent, he and his wife 
Helga took refuge in the $5 million structure. ‘Our radio went 
dead three days after we went in,” says Hermann, now 60. 
‘We presumed then that the world had been destroyed. We 
often talked about going outside, but we were scared.”’ How- 
ever, when Helga passed away of a heart attack in 1982, Her- 
mann finally summoned the courage to step outside, and had 
Helga’s mummified body taken away. *‘I lost 25 good years of 
my life for nothing,’’ he laments. *“My wife is dead. My riches 














are gone. My sanity is being questioned. If Soviet missiles were - 


‘Here | am.’ *’ However, 
publisher for the 


coming at me right now, I'd say, 
Hermann did receive a cash advance from a 
rights to his story. (Weekly World News) 
Get ready for the real bomb,—Editor 
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Trades 
Bride for 
Goat 


Just six hours after their wed- 
ding, 82-year-old Chung Hee 
Park traded his 15-year-old 
bride for a prize billy goat. 
“We thought we were pre- 
pared for the worst,”’ says the 
mother of jilted Myung Sung 
Ree. “The wedding went off 
without a hitch, but the recep- 
tion was a disaster. Mr. Park 
and all his old goatherding 
friends drank themselves silly. 
But when it came time to 
leave, Mr. Park made the an- 
nouncement that he was trad- 
ing my daughter for a goat. . .. 
We could probably sue him, 
but what's the point? That 
won't erase the shame and we 
certainly don’t want him to 
take my daughter back. And 
he could pay us nothing but 
goat dung.”” Myung became 
infatuated with Chung after 
interviewing him for a school 














paper on traditional rural oc- 
cupations in North Korea 
‘* ‘His goats are like his 
kids,’ *’ Mrs. Ree recalls 
Myung saying after their first 
meeting. “* “He watches over 
them like a father.’ ”’ After 
threatening suicide, Myung 
was committed to a sanitar- 
ium, while Chung returned to 
his mountain hut with his new 
goat. Says Myung’s psychia- 
trist, “*Maybe he is just senile, 
but what a mess he has made 
of this girl’s life.’ (National 
Examiner—submitted by 
Richard Kress, Burke, Va.) 

She really got his goat.—Editor 
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PARTING SHOT 


BY BILL LEE 






GREAT 1 \"LL MOVE MY 


Toy CAR BOMB UP TO THE 
AMERICAN HOSTAGES. «+ 


YOU GET FOUR 
AMERICAN HOSTAGES. 


ALL I'VE GOTIS TWO SAUL/S 
AND A ZEGAVESE CHRISTUYV 2° 
oO —~ 
LL LEND YOU AN 
AIMERACA LS 
SCHOOL TEAC 


POOR BABY... 
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MLL GIVE YOU TWO ; 
pee TOUR MISSILES, DONE! 
AN ARMORED TOILET, 

AND A 02/SH JOURNALIST, 


| WEWEA WIN AT 


KHOMEINI MONOPOLY. 


IT’S HOW YOU 


WHETHER YOU PLAY THE GAME: 


WIN OR LOSE... 








BUY THREE VIDEOS AND GET ONE FREE 





ANDI BRUCE 


MELISSA LEIGH 


LORI PALLET 


STEPHANIE PAGE 


ORDER THE MOST PHYSICALLY AIT THREE-FOR-ALL EVER, 


AND TAKE YOUR PICK OF ANY FOURTH TAPE—FREE! 


It's the most sporting video offer ever 
made—Summer’'s Games, Foxy Box- 
ing and Foxy Oil Wrestling—the films 
that helped launch the careers of no 
less than 7 Penthouse Pets! Order all 
three of these terrific tapes today, and 
enjoy a close-up look at the world’s 
most intimate sports! Then take your 
pick of any of the following fabulous, 
1(0 || Bere) (e) am (-t- 1401 ¢-s-beer-le)-10) (0) (-) am ities 
i Bal-mCic-t-lew.Viil-ialet-tamOi-1ele¢-1elel le 
Search; How To Fill A Wild, Wet T-Shirt; 
In Search Of...The Perfect ‘10’; or Girls 
of Spring Break! So don't fight the 
feeling...order today! Get your fourth 
tape free—and come out swinging! 


Vs lalla mere) aat-som aie laiqre le) amcomel-iadiare 
physical, Summer's Games is the un- 
‘oli e]uic-temeist-li0) e)[0) a8 
bringing you the 
atles>} @ exe) (0) i0] mmer-lalel(e 
competition be- 
tween today’s most 
outrageous Olym- 
pians. The erotic and 
=> (0) ((omm Balser (-1>) 181-1 (8 
rlaleR-ltal(-1((omm Bal-aece) a 
tenders, the pretend- 
ers, and the champs. 
/ From tassle-twirling 
Com =e) ((eme)| m-|¢)0)|(e-1((0) amma O)\7 0819) (6 
competition like you've never seen it. 
lomo (om (eo) an igi-mele)emm-lsemel-m- Mi ialalog 
Order Summer's Games today! 














Mntelelslem-tac-) am aelelale me) 
BONIS pe ige)lllalolslelul-i-m-> 

| est ea citement be- 
|Z. =y"8) tween the hot- 
BS = f, test hedonistic 
ACA Ae uke 

hi 7 today Foxy Box- 


| 

z 

Hee if: Ets ying is a power- 
as} packed thriller. 


+ Every contestant is 
lal le}-fe) 101 C=) EaGeKGuP including the 
ring-girl—the incomparable Miss Traci 
Lords. Foxy Oil Wrestling is especially 
slick. A no-holds-barred, free-for-all 
fling in which every athlete performs 
like a well-oiled machine! 


L, R : 


hy 
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LETS GET IT ON 


Please send me... 


1 Summer's Games—just $39.95! 
1 Foxy Boxing—just $39.95! 






1 Foxy Oil Wrestling—just$39.95! 
C) All three of the above titles 


and the free feature film I have 
checked off below for just 
$119.85! (please check one) 
C1) The Great American Centerfold 
Search 
1) How To Fill A Wild, Wet T-Shirt 
C1 In Search Of...The Perfect ‘10’ 
0) Girls Of Spring Break 


Add $4.00 for postage and handling. 


Name 
Address 
City State —__ Zip —_ 


Please indicatelLJ VHS CI) BETA 
[11 Cash O Check UJ Money Order 
[1] MasterCard Intbk. #_-_-SES— 
CUVISA Expiration Date —_-__ 
Account Number 


CREDIT CARD HOLDERS CALL TOLL-FREE: 


1-800-321-6200 


No. C.O0.D. please. Send this coupon to: 
Group Davis Productions, 213 N.E. 33rd 
Street, Ft. Lauderdale, Fla. 33334. Florida 
residents add 5% sales tax. Allow 4-6 
weeks for delivery. 














INTIMATE, 
DISCREET AND 
GIN TI N= B®) 
DION IN ane 
ADULTS 


IT’S ALWAYS MORE BEAUTIFUL TO SHARE A 
FANTASY THAN JUST TO DREAM ONE. 
I’M CARLA. CALL ME AT 








BRING ALL OF THE PICTURES TO LIFE 
... CALL LESLIE 





I’M ALL ALONE WAITING FOR YOU ... 
CALIFORNIA DREAMIN’! CALL TRACEY 





‘", . LONELY ACTRESS NEEDS TO PLEASE A 
MATURE EXCITING MAN.” ASK FOR LISA 





‘LL DO ANYTHING TO SATISFY MY MAN! 
JUST LOVE ME! DONNA 





CALL ME FOR ALL THAT YOU NEED. I’M TANYA 





INDULGE YOURSELF! OPEN MY 
TREASURE CHEST FOR YOUR LUSTY 
DELIGHT. I’M HONEY 





I"M ALWAYS AVAILABLE ... TO FULFILL YOUR 
EVERY DESIRE AND NEED! I’M WAITING, MISTY 





IGNITE MY PASSIONS! | NEED YOUR HELP TO 
SATISFY MY EROTIC DREAMS. CALL BLONDI 





AE/MC/V DIRECT CALL BACK UPON REQUEST 


XAVIERA 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 32 


| recently received a letter from a Ger- 


man reader who shared a glove fetish 
with his fiancee. This couple both wore 
leather gloves of different types while 
making love, but they had become so ob- 
sessed that they had got to the stage of 
keeping the gloves on most of the time. 
In their own words, it was like a “superior, 
second skin.” The woman had devel- 
oped arash as aresult, and they asked 
my advice. Obviously, | told them to leave 
the gloves off when they were not making 
love, but | also suggested that they ex- 
periment with some “way-out,” “kinky” 
sex—i.e., making love naked. As they 
were excited by the texture of the leather, 
| advised them to experiment with oils 
and creams on their skin (starting off with 
a medicament to cure the rash). 

The reason | do not classify the human 
hand as fetish material is simply because 
the hand is a sexual organ, and as such 
is used more than all the other sexual or- 
gans put together. From the grope on the 
behind or the grab at the tits, to the del- 
icate caresses, the fingers touching the 
lips or running through the hair, to the 
final titillation of nipple or clit, sensation 
is both given and received through the 
fingertips. 

Hands are sadly neglected as an erotic 


symbol, particularly in America, where 
people seem to be more into face-lifts 
and breast jobs; one can often recognize 
the true age of a person (male or female) 
by taking a quick look at their hands, be- 
Cause no matter how well their faces, tits, 
or peckers have been tightened up, the 
hand is an area the plastic surgeons have 
not yet conquered. 

The use of nail polish and lipstick go 
back at least as far as ancient Egypt. Ne- 
fertiti appeared to have been a specialist 
in fondling her lovers genitals with var- 
nish on her nails, or placing her succu- 
lent painted lips around their cocks. The 
makeup industry isn’t making a fortune 
for nothing out of the sale of perfumes, 
nail polish, eye makeup, and last but not 
least, lipstick. These are the sexual ac- 
cessories that women smear, spray, or 
pour over themselves to make them more 
appealing and attractive to men. 

One day, while a group of friends and 
| sat at my dining table, we asked one 
another what appealed to us most about 
our lovers. One guy said, “I like her dewy 
bedroom eyes”; someone else was fas- 
cinated by his girlfriend’s big bottom and 
matching tits. My own lover told me that 
what fascinated him about me was my 
“touch,” in fact, the way | could excite 
him almost without touching him. Fortu- 
nately, | happen to be blessed with pretty 
hands—long, slender fingers and tiny 
wrists—which | suppose | had the good 


luck to inherit from my mother. 

There is nothing unusual in adoring the 
beauty of awoman’s hands, whether she 
is fondling your cock, loading the dish- 
washer, or even knitting. Unfortunately, 
many people, particularly men, do not 
consider it important to look after their 
hands. We hear a lot about the delicate, 
sensitive fingers of a Surgeon or a pia- 
nist, but never about the square, capable 
hands of a carpenter or a mechanic. 
Strangely enough, it is usually men with 
those competent hands who make the 
best lovers, as long as they bother to 
clean the gook out from under their fin- 
gernails. In fact, in this age of compli- 
cated domestic machinery that is con- 
stantly going wrong, the most important 
man in our lives is the handyman! 


A FAIR SITUATION 
After almost ten years of being happily 
married, in which my wife and | were to- 
tally faithful to each other, | developed an 
urge to have an affair. Whether it was out 
of a sense of fair play or some kind of 
rationalization to overcome the guilt that 
| knew would follow such an occurrence, 
! concluded that if she had an affair first, 
! would then be free to do as | pleased. 
So much emphasis had been placed 
on fidelity during my marriage that at first 
! was sheepish to broach the subject with 
my wife. How wrong | was! | told her that 
a close business associate of mine 


CONTINUED ON PAGE 156 








MANUFACTURER COUPON | EXPIRES JUNE 30, 1988 





ON ANY 
ATAT. ) CIGARETTE 


2 NY) ee PAPERS 








RETAILER: You are authorized to act as our agent 
for redemption of this coupon. We will reimburse 
you 35¢ plus 8¢ handling providing that you and 
the consumer have complied with the terms of our 
offer. Void where prohibited, taxed or restricted by 
law. Good only in U.S.A. Cash value 1/20¢. The 
consumer must pay any sales tax. Any other use 
constitutes fraud. Mail coupon to: Republic Tobacco 
Co., PO. Box 730335, El Paso, TX 79973. Limit one 
coupon per purchase. 


¢74043 100127 
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VINCENT VON FRANKENSTEIN, AIDED 

BY HIS TWO FAITHEUL HENCHMEN 
AND SWEET CHASTITY, HAS BEEN 
UNLOADING THE CONTENTS OF A 
SUNKEN TREASURE SHIP OFF THE 
COAST OF SICILY, BUTNOWA 
HEFTY SPANNER HAS BEEN 
THROWN INTO THE WORKS! 












a 
ra 


YOU TWO/DIOTS ARE OUT 
OF YOUR TINY MINDS/ A 
MILLION DOLLAI2S 
RANSOM 2 HE HASN'T 
COTA MILLION LIE J 


emer. 6 +i 










































Stef / war BEX MUNDAY AND HS PARTNER 
: — IN CRIME, MARCELLO MINE. ’ 
IE HE HAD, HE WOULDN'T HAVE KIDNAPPED VINCENT’S 
PART WITHIT TO GET fe WIFE, ELEKTRA, AND ARE 
ME BACK —HE"D fF | HOLDING HER TO RANSOM INA 
FROBABLY FAY YOU BO DESERTED MOUNTAIN VILLAGE 





TOKEEP MES 






WHO ARE YOU KIDDING, 
LADY 2 YOU KNOW 
WHAT THIS /S ? 






I7-S THAT 
PEBBLE / 
CAVE you / 










THAT LADY, /S A TIGER'S- 
EYEENERALD/AND | 
YOli2 OLD MAN HAS 
GOTA BAGFULOF EM 
—YOU SAID SO YOURSELF! 


PE 
[Prom — 


WHATFLAIC S WHAT 

EXTRAORDINARY 

CULINARY IMAGINATION! 
TUNA FISH AND 

BL CAWVED TOMATOES! 

















Py NOPARMESAN ? NO 
th CARLIC PNOOLWE OIL? 
















SANTA MARIA S NO 
PASTA® NOPOLENTA 2 
NO FERNET BRANCA 2 
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1%.) Poet ) 
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J L Fae 4 ores? 
Peis. 


: ARE WESUPPOSEDTO 
Pe LIVE ON TWS STUZE 
DO WHLE WERE UP HERE? 
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(Pies | st 





| 2YRONEMBLETON 
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1 DONT BELIEVE /TITHE 
CREEP REALLY HAS &. 
FOUND TREASURE : HEY, MUNDAY! MAKE 
ITTWOMILLION cece 


STOP YOUR MOANING! 
THIS/SA KIDNAPPING 
—NOTA GODDAM 

COURMET BANQUET! 








YOU MA YNOT HAVE ANY 
STANDARDS, MUNDAY 


—BUT OTHER PEOPLE DOI COMEON~WE VE GOT TO *¥ 
DISPOSE OF THATCARI STOLE 


—DROPITIN SOME RAVINE 
AWAY FROM HERES 




















0ee-AND/LL SHALCE 
IT WITH VOL, % 










MEANWHWLE,; 
AT THE VILLA 
MARGOL/S; 
VINCENT /S 
ANNOYED AT 
THIS INTERRUPTION 
TO HIS PLANS 
~BUTATLEAST inion TCO 
SWEETCHASTITY TO THE POLICE. WE'D 
SHOWS SOME HAVE 700 MUCH EXPLAINING 
CONCERN AT TODO. NOTHING LIKE THIS 
fof pA Se HAPPENS AROUND HERE 
ELEKTRA | WITHOUT THE MAFIA BEING 
4 INVOLVED. IF YOU GOTO 
eee ee Ce — (oN RS ANYONE — GO To THEM / 
2 Syiz=S = TE DOA DEAL WITH THEM. 











THE POLICE f ARE YOU 
OT OF YOUR MIND 2 
WE CAN'T GOTO THE 
POLICE £ 







BUT UNCLE VINCENT~YOU 
CAN'T /GNORE THIS 

RANSOM DEMAND/ YOU 

MUSTGOTOTHEPOLICE ! 





























IMA MANOFACTION- 
NOTA NURSE MAIDSL/ YE 
COT IMPORTANT THINGS 
ON MY MIND/ICAN'T 

BE BOTHERED W/TH 
TRIVIALITIES —THERE'S 
A LOT MORE TREASURE 
DOWN THERES 


COD, MAN-THIS 1S SOL 
WIFE WE'RE TALKING 
ABOUTS 





lk YOU DON'T DO SOME- 
THINGABOUTIT—Z W/LL.! 


FA FEW DAYS LATER, VINCENT % 
ISTAKEN TO THE HOME OK We 
DON UMBERTO Diial0 LAMENTE, A 
REG/ONAL CAPOFAMIGL]Aseece , ‘4 Re “& 


— 
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EVERYONE KEEP CALMS YOU CAN'T 
4ONORE THIS, FRANKENSTEIN, [FE 
IT GETS OLT AND WE GETPYELIC!ITY, 
YOU CAN SAY GOODBYE TO THE 
TREASURE —WELL NEVER GET /7 
OFF THE /SLAND/ 




















YOUVE GOT TO KEEP THE LID ON THIS! 
YOUVE GOT TO GOTO THE REGIONAL 
CAPOIN CHIEF OF WHATEVER YOU 
CALL HIM -—ANO COME TO SOME 
ARRANGEMEN TI VOU YE NO CHOICE I 














\ \ , 
OM, VERYWELL, Ww St 
(LL SEE THEM jf 
—/IE/MUSTS ix 


y 


/FHE WASN'T FAMILY 
—/ THINK /'D 
SHOOT Ali f 
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THIS 1S THE GUY WHO 
WANTS 70 SEE YOL/, DON 
UMBERTO — BARON 

FRANKENSTEIN! 


a =: ed 
ee ee 
Pp. 


Peel wa vers! 
ER oe. 






GOOD OF 
YOUTOSEEME... 
ER GODFATHER! 
SHOULD / KISS 
YOUR HAND 


~ " 
















BRING OLIVE O/L 
AND BREAD 

FOR OUR GUEST; 

MARIA S 











NO-NO THAT'S 
NOT NECESSARY 
—MY 8007 
WILL DOF 






ant ER ..eVES- 
= Feed | OF COURSE f 
i iy, cin Se 
ae fis 73 \ Mey Base al “i 
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EAT SEATSTNE 
OLIVES WERE 
GOOD To vs 
TA/S YEAR! 
NOW — WHAT 
CAN /DOFOR 
YOu 2 


WELL -/T.S ABOUT 
THIS RANSOM 
DEMAND..A 

MILLION DOLLARS 

70 GET MY WIFE 

BACK .0e WELL 

eobReeelTSA 

LOTOF MONEY! 


DM AMILLION * 
Ty POLLARS? 


— 


le yee — 


HASHEGOT VY 
A/MLLION ' 
DOLL 









THIS IS A SERIOUS 

MATTER, SARON 
“AVERY SERIOUS 
MATTER! TAKING 
A MANS WIFE— 
TA/S/S A MATTER 
OF HONOUR S 
















8 MY HONOUR AS WELL 
§ AS YOURS! /7/S8 NOT 
RIGHT THAT OUTSIDERS 
SHOULD DO SUCH THINGS 
| &) INTERRITORY THAT /S 
EB WOERMVPROTECTION!S 












HOW CAN / 

EVER THANK 
YOU, DON 

UMBERTO 2 


YOU WILL. BEABLE 
| 70 THANK ME, BARON! 


NEVER FEAS2= / 

Wik. FINDA WAY 
FOR YOU TO 

EXPRESS YOUP 
GRATITUDE! 








YOU DID RIGHT TO 
COME TO ME -1T SHOWS 
RESPECTS YOU HAVE 

APPROACHED ME ASA 
FRIEND — THEREFORE, 
JAM YOU@ FRIEND: 


WE WILL FIND TH'S 
MAN ~ OR MEN-THAT 
HAVE DISHONOURED 
YOU YOU WILL BE 

AVENGED /S 





ANDO NOW— 
BRING MORE 
OLIVE O/L 

AND A BOTTLE 












UWINCENT GETS /N DEEPER AND 
DEEPER! WE WONDER SOMETINES 
JF HE HAS SOME SORT OF 

PEYCHOLOGICAL DEATHW/SH 2 
1FOLD SIGMUNO FREUP WAS 
STILL AROUND WE COULP ASK 
HIM —BUT AS HE AIN'T, WELL 
JUST HAVE JO WA/T AND SEES 
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Sexual 
Aids: 


How to order them 
without embarrassment. 


How to use them 
without disappointment. 


If you've been reluctant to purchase sexual 
aids through the mail, the Xandria Collection 
would like to offer you two things that may 
change your mind: 


1. A guarantee 
2. Another guarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy. Should 
you decide to order our catalogue or prod- 
ucts, your transaction will be held in the 
strictest confidence. 

Your name will never (never) be sold or 
given to any other company. No unwanted, 
embarrassing mailings. And everything we 
ship to you is plainly packaged, securely 
wrapped, without the slightest indication of 
its contents on the outside. 

Second, we guarantee your satisfaction. 
Everything offered in the Xandria Collection 
is the result of extensive research and real- 
life testing. We are so certain that the risk of 
disappointment has been eliminated from 
our products, that we can actually guarantee 
your satisfaction - or your money promptly, 
unquestioningly refunded. 


What is the Xandria Collection? 

It isa very, very special collection of sexual 
aids. It includes the finest and most effective 
products available from around the world. 
Products that can open new doors to pleasure 
(perhaps many you never knew existed!) 

Our products range from the simple to the 
delightfully complex. They are aesigned for 
both the timid and the bold. For anyone 
who's ever wished there could be something 
more to their sexual pleasure. 

If you're prepared to intensify your own 
pleasure, then by all means send for the 
Xandria Collection Gold Edition catalogue. 
It is priced at just four dollars which is 
applied in full to your first order. 

Write today. You have absolutely nothing 
to lose. And an entirely new world of 
enjoyment to gain, 


The Xandria Collection, Dept. P1187 
P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131 


Please send me, by first class mail, my copy of the 
Xandria Collection Gold Edition catalogue, Enclosed is 
my check or money order for four dollars which will be 
applied towards my first purchase. (U.S. Residents only). 


Name 

Address 

City 

State Zip 

lam an adult over 21 years of age: 


(signature required) 


Xandria, 1245 16th St., San Francisco. Void where 
prohibited by law, 
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XAVIERA 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 149 


thought she was attractive, and hinted 
that he would like to have an affair with 
her. | told her that if she wanted to, it would 
be quite all right with me, adding that va- 
riely is the spice of life. Her reaction was 
surprising, as she was quite interested to 
have sex with my frend. 

! thought that the affair should take 
place in our home so that my wife would 
be both secure and comfortable. After 
we all had a superb dinner, cooked by 
my wife, she and my friend slipped off 
into the bedroom, Several hours passed 
before they reentered the living room. 
Both had contented looks of satisfaction 
on their faces. Little did | know that I'd 
opened a Pandora's box 

After this incident, my wife became 
obsessed, insisting that my frend visit 
her at least once a week, | finally felt free 
to do just about anything, and pursued 
an affair of my own. To my dismay, how- 
ever, | found that fantasizing about my 
wife making it with another man was more 
exciting than me making it with another 
woman. | soon realized that my satisfac- 
tion came through my wife's extracurric- 
ular activities, and in order to spice up 
our own Sex life, | encouraged her to seek 
affairs with various men. Over the next 
few years, my wife had a few affairs with 
different men, and just the description of 
her sexual escapades was enough to get 
me off. 

The problem ts this: Although | do get 
highly excited when my wife describes 
her lovers and their bedroom antics to 
me, itis only then that | am able to achieve 
climax. When my wife decided to give up 
her extramarital activities, my libido 
seemed to shrink. Even when she sug- 
gested a melange a trois (is that how you 
spell it, Xaviera?), | had no interest. |s this 
an obsession | have, and will it pass as 
time goes on?—kK. H. 


Most people, however upright their social 
conscience, some time in their lives ex- 
perience a feeling that the rules may not 
be 100 percent right. An unjust citation 
fora minor traffic violation, an insult from 
a dear friend who has had one drink too 
many, or the small, nagging irritations of 
everyday life sometimes provoke the 
thought Goddamn it, there's something 
wrong with the system 

Although we accept the soap operas, 
the sitcoms, Mickey Mouse, Star Wars. 
and the commercials that we see on TV 
(not to mention the horror-story docu- 
mentaries and the news bulletins featur- 
ing wai and violence) as representative 
of our way of life, we suddenly have an 
overpowering desire to run amok. It isn't 
our religious convictions that stop us; 
rather, it is our fear of being found out 
and punished. 

In a world where our leaders are 
naughtier than we have ever dared to be, 


THE ART OF 
OLIVIA 


‘©1987 Olivia DeBerardinis 





LITHOGRAPHS « ORIGINALS + POSTERS 


|_| Send me the 1987 full color catalog $10.00 

(_] Send me the 1986 full color catalog $10.00 

(_] Send me the 1988 full color calendar $10.00 
All Calif, residents add 6'/2% sales tax 


Name 
Address 


Telephone # Day_________ Eve 


Please send me the Olivia full color catalog, 
representing the available hand signed litho- 
graphs and posters. Enclosed is $ 
credited to my first purchase and registering 
me on the permanent Olivia mailing list 
Send To: Robert Bane Editions 
8025 Melrose Ave., Suite 7 
Los Angeles, CA 90046 


(800) 325-2765 « In Calif. (213) 205-0555 
*10% bonus discount on any purchase with this ad. 





it has become difficult to tell right from 
wrong. Consequently, we fall back on our 
childhood moral code, which tells us that 
sex is something we are not supposed to 
Know anything about until we grow up, 
when we will get married and live happily 
ever after until divorce do us part. 

Your problems stem from the fact that 
you have always taken the idea of mar- 
riage very seriously, but without really 
thinking about it very hard. What you have 
never accepted, or even realized, is that 
just like the rest of us, you are full of 
healthy, animal instincts, but are too con- 
ditioned or too inhibited to question what 
you believe to be the rules. You invented 
a character for your wife as a model of 
chastity, and after ten years you could 
not stand the high moral tone any longer. 

| suspect that since you have always 
thought of sex as “wicked,” you could not 
get really turned on to doing it with your 
wife, who was “good.” Because of this 
attitude, you were probably an uninspir- 
ing lover for all those years, and this is 
the reason why she was so delighted at 
the idea of having some genuine sexual 
pleasure with someone else. Now that you 
have reclassified her as a “fallen woman,” 
you suddenly see her as a wildly desir- 
able sex object. 

| suggest that you do a little self-anal- 
ysis and try to discover which particular 
aspect of your wife's extramarital sex- 
uality turns you on. Is it the movement of 





>. There's a doker at Eyer) Part 


- 


her body, the expression on her face, or 
just the fact that she is giving her all to 
somebody else? 

Incidentally, the expression for a three- 
some is “menage a trois.’ “Menage” 
means a home or a household, while 
“melange” means something that is mixed 
up, like you, 


LOVE YOU FROM HEAD TO TOE 

| am in need of your advice about a small 
problem my wife and | are having. | am 
finding it difficult to accept her bisexual 
fetishes. She is 23, Oriental, and very at- 
tractive. About two and a half years ago, 
we talked about having another woman 
join us for a threesome. After a couple of 
months, we met Lorna, who was quite ex- 
perienced in lesbian sex, and my wife 
enjoyed getting it on with her. 

We really didn't make a Steady thing of 
having other women join us until my wife 
met Kris. That is where our trouble started. 
Don't get me wrong, | love watching girls 
enjoy each other, but Kris has really got- 
ten my wife into having a foot fetish. 

The first night we all spent together was 
greal. | just watched my wife and Kris 
licking each other's tongue, nipples, and 
pussy. Then Kris took hold of my wife's 
feet, and worked her way around her toes 
with her tongue. Before | knew it, they 
were both busy licking each other's feet, 
and moaning with passion. 

Since then, both Kris and my wife meet 


» -” 


* polyester.) 
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every Cay for their little tryst. but all they 
do is lick each other's toes! Should | put 
a stop to this? Or do you think that my 
wife is going through a phase? 
R.M 


Yours seems to be an old-fashioned 
problem, a case of “Western white man 
baffled by Oriental inscrutability.” There 
are many sexual practices advocated in 
the Far East, which to American eyes ap- 
pear unexciting, if not actually boring. For 
example, what is known as KarezZa 's a 
modern definition of an ancient Zen rit- 
ual. In the Eastern mind. a man who can 
make love to a woman all night without 
coming !s the ultimate lover 

The Karezza technique is normal het- 
erosexual intercourse in any position, bul 
once the man has his penis inside his 
lovers vagina, he keeps as still as pos- 
sible for as long as possible. and so does 
she. There are men who, after an hour or 
two of this, claim to have an almost con- 
tinuous orgasm, without ejaculating. The 
piece of thinking you have to break into, 
or accept, is the concept of a spiritual 
orgasm achieved by the communion of 
two souls. This is caused by the physical 
contact of two bodies, which in your wife's 
case is that every time she opens her 
mouth, Kris puts her foot in it 

The first step to square this Oriental 
circle is to join it. | would advise you to 
scrub your feet very carefully and maybe 
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HAWAII VS THE PHOTOTRON IL 

Hello, my name is Jeffery DeMarco, 
President and Founder of PYRAPONIC 
INDUSTRIES 

My masters thesis is on the can- 
nabinold protile of manjuana, | tell 
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flavor them lightly with something you 
know your wile likes. Avoid anything sticky 
like honey or peanut butter, as this may 
collect dust or lint from the carpet, which 
will destroy the subtlety of the exercise. 
You should then attempt (maybe in si- 
lence, using sign or body language only) 
to tactfully join the circle, which consists 
of somehow getting your wife’s feet out 
of Kris’s mouth and replacing them with 
your delicately scented toes, meanwhile 
taking over Kris's oral ministrations to your 
wife's toes yourself. Once you have made 
yourself comfortable, try and suck imag- 
inatively (tongue fluttering round the toe- 
nails and between the cracks), but not 
too energetically. See how long you can 
hang in there. 

The purchase of a book on Zen and 
the art of lovemaking (not motorcycle 
maintenance) might help. You dont have 
to read it. just so long as the girls think 
you have. Then you can introduce them 
to some new and more exotic positions 
See if they are sufficiently agile to suck 
each other's toes back to back. This will 
expose two pussies to whatever turns you 
on, but dont be too pushy. Keep it light 
or they may tell you to piss off. Forget any 
chauvinist power trips—they are unlikely 
to work on one woman, and on a two 
female team they are likely to have as 
much effect as trying to blast the Pen- 
tagon with a BB gun 

However, as alast admonishment. | wil! 
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ROLL YOUR OWN * GROW YOUR OWN 


In fact you will grow 6 plants, 3% feet 
tall in 45 days. guaranteed. You will 
maintain a one inch internodal 
length, guaranteed. That each plant 
will produce 1.000 budding sites, 
FROM TOP TO BOTTOM, guaranteed 
And there will be 6 plants per in- 
dividual PHOTOTRON Il, guaranteed 

And this is the only system in the 
world where you can re-flower and 
ré-bud the exact same plants every 45 
days up to nine times per year without 
Killing them otf; EVER. Then. you may. 
te-flower and re-bud the exact same 
plants, every 45 days up to nine times 
per year, while you remove trom the 
system every single solitary day. Every 
day (average 6-8 oz. every 45 days) 
You remove trom the PHOTOTRON I] 
every nae solitary day, beginning 
on day 20 trom seed germination 

| personally. guarantee and service 


its technical nature throw you. You 
will require THREE PAGES OF INSTRUC- 
TIONS ONLY. Because the system is 
TOTALLY COMPLETE, You will do three 
things: 1. Select your seed. 2. Plug the 
system in. 3. Water il 

Then. if you have any questions at 
all. You may call me directly. Ask 
your question. Gel the answer. And 
carry on about your business. You 
cannot fail with my PHOTOTRON IL ! 
do not allow en, ol my PHOCTOTRONS 
to fall below SHOWCASE. I have per- 
sonally guaranteed every 
PHOTOTRON that has every been sold 
And I have never had one retumed 
Iam not starting now 

SO call me. Right now. | accept all 
of my phone calls, personally 

"If you do not learn more about 
plant production than you have ever 
learned betore., | will pay you tor the 
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quote from one of my books, Xaviera’s 
Supersex, which you would clearly do well 
to buy. Under the heading “Female Bi- 
sexuality: A Litthke Help From Your Man,” 
| wrote. “When it comes to female bisex- 
uality, aman who's willing to act as a sex 
object can be of vital assistance to two 
non-lesbian women who want to make it 
together. The psychological burden of 
their act is lessened if they can have a 
man handy to both of them after they've 
satisfied each other.” 


SNAP. CRACKLE, AND POP 
My boyfriend has a condition that | have 
never heard or read about. It hasn't 
caused a problem, just laughter when it 
occurs. When my boyfriend gets ex- 
tremely excited and turned on to the max. 
his dick (which, of course, is hard as a 
rock) does something that I've never ex 
perienced before 

When he is deep inside me and starts 
to fuck me really hard, his dick cracks like 
a joint of a finger. It's pretty loud and usu- 
ally happens only once. What we really 
want to know ts if there is a major prob- 
lem, possibly a medical one, could you 
give us some advice on how to handle 
H?—G, F 


One of the disadvantages of long-dis- 
lance diagnosis by mail is that | dont get 
the opportunity to examine the patient or 
cross-examine the witness. Before this 


remarkable case history can be written 
up in the medical journals, | feel that fur- 
ther experiments must be made under 
more scientific conditions, maybe in a 
sound studio where room noise is a known 
quantity. | will, however, decide to ignore 
outside factors, such as creaking wooden 
slats under the mattress or a beetle in the 
bedroom furniture. | must ask you if you 
have looked under the bed to make sure 
that your puppy (or someone else's) Is 
not concealed there busily munching on 
a bone! 

On the subject of medical phenomena. 
you must be the first and only woman who 
claims to be able to hear through her cunt 
He wasn't fucking your ear, by any 
chance? Next time you think it likely to 
happen, perhaps you could slip a micro- 
phone into your pussy along with his 
Super-hard dick and record the sound so 
that a panel of judges could decide 
whether it was really a cracking sound 
rather than a snap or pop 

As this noise is buried deep in your 
vaginal passage, somewhere between 
the vulva and the perineum, with the pos- 
sibility of an echo from the uterine cavily 
how can you be sure thal it is really your 
boyfriend’s penis creaking like a wind 
jammer s bowsprit in a force-nine gale? 
| suspect that with typical womanly per- 
ception (which | applaud, bul must com 
ment on for reasons of clinical accuracy) 
you decided that any weird sound ef 


fects during lovemaking must inevitably 
be produced by the male appendage, 
rather than any part of that exquisitely 
molded creation, the female body. 
There are several joints around your 
own pelvis where the bones are sepa- 
rated by a pad or disc of cartilage (e.g., 
the lower vertebrae and hip, to name but 
two) that could possibly “crack” like a fin- 
ger joint. It could even be your boy- 
friend's knees or elbows cracking up un- 
der the strain of protracted gymnastic 
copulation. Without further evidence, | am 
reluctant to conclude that a new genus 
of hominid has evolved, “Homo erectus, » 
the first of a new type of man with a skel- 
eton in his penis rather than his closet, 
which could be Mother Nature's concept 
of the first really practical penile implant. 


STUCK ON YOU 

My problem is an intimate one, and up- 
sets me so much that | must seek your 
advice. | am 18, considered pretty, and 
by my steady boyfriend's own admission, 
give excellent head. What irks him is that 
! chew gum. | like it because it leaves my 
mouth fresh and scented for kissing. 
Since oral affection is seldom planned, | 
developed the habit of storing my gum 
in the hollow behind my ear. This had al- 
ways worked perfectly; however, last 
Super Bowl Sunday, as | was down on 
my knees, the gum jarred loose during 
the first-quarter time-out. Before | could 
retrieve it, my boyfriend's sudden plea- 
sure caused him to squeeze me between 
his legs, crushing the gum into my brow 
and causing it to stick to his pubic hair. 
In an attempt to remove the gum, | tried 
a variety of home remedies to no avail. It 
had to be yanked out. We argued. He told 
me to never do that again. 

By halftime, we had made up, and | 
was engaged in another virtuoso perfor- 
mance. In order to avoid the possibility 
of a renewed quarrel, | carefully placed 
my gum upon the bedside chair, | kept a 
vigil for his leg vise, ducked at the op- 
portune moment, but sat down on the 
gum. Now it was his turn to do the honors, 
but in lieu of removal efforts, he gleefully 
yanked out the gum. It hurt, and we 
fought. Our relationship has been strained 
ever since. Can you help me get my boy- 
friend back?—C. C. 


Like you, | sometimes chew gum and | 
also give excellent head. Although chew- 
ing gum is criticized by dietitians as being 
bad for the digestion, it is a marvelous 
exercise for the muscles used in oral sex; 
so you should point out to your boyfriend 
that the two things go together. After that, 
you should consider the different point of 
view of being on the receiving end 
There is a fancy bordello in Amster- 
dam called Chatterly’s, where in the early 
part of the evening the girls sit around 
watching TV and chewing gum. When a 
client arrives, the TV is switched over to 
a porno video and the girls rapidly but 
surreptitiously dispose of their gum un- 


der the bar or on a chair or barstool. As 
a result, many an erring husband has re- 
turned to the bosom of his family with a 
wad of chewing gum stuck to his knee or 
glued to the seat of his pants. 

On several occasions, | have parked 
my car in secluded, picturesque villages 
in Spain and, after seeing the sights, have 
returned to find that some sweet, inno- 
cent child has stuffed a chunk of Chiclet 
into the keyhole of the door. Think about 
being the fall guy, the stuck-up, rather than 
the sticker-upper. 

We are constantly being harangued 
about the disposal of garbage, because 
much of the junk for which we have no 
further use is potentially dangerous or a 
pollutant—paint thinners, busted TV sets, 
and unused medicines, to name but a 
few. Maybe it is going a bit far to classify 
gum as a hazardous waste, but reusing 
it after it has been stuck to the furniture, 
or your lover’s pubes, is false economy. 
So why don't you install a trash can in the 
bedroom, or wherever you watch your 
sporting events, and before you spring 
into action, wrap the offending gob of glop 
in a tissue (a box of Kleenex is another 
useful piece of bedroom furniture) and 
drop it daintily into the bin. 

In any case, it sounds as if you have a 
good thing going with your guy. | am sure 
that when you have solved the gum prob- 
lem, you will be able to find some even 
more trivial reason to argue. A relation- 
ship without a bit of healthy friction Is like 
a hamburger without ketchup. 


BORED STIFF 

! am a happily married father with two 
children. My wife and | have had a won- 
derful ten years together, and we are both 
in our early thirties. My problem is one 
that / just can't seem to overcome or talk 
about. 

When my wife and | make love, it’s be- 
come the same old routine. We have lots 
of foreplay, with kissing, caressing, and 
exploring her whole body. We really en- 
joy each other, but after the foreplay we 
always make love in the missionary po- 
sition. Although she loves it when | go 
down on her, which ts quite often, she 
refuses to go down on me, saying that it 
“turns her off.” 

| even purchased sexy lingerie for her, 
and she wears it for me, but even with 
these little “extra excitements: it’s all still 
the same old thing. I've even tried to hold 
out on sex with her, thinking that she 
would explode with lust and do anything 
that | desire. Apparently that didn't work, 
either, and things just stayed the same. 

For once I'd love for her to go down on 
me, do it in the kitchen, or even get into 
swinging. | have even fantasized about 
watching another man make love to her 
lf suggested any one of these fantasies, 
she would think that | was out of my mind 

Am | being unlair? Should | confront 
her with my feelings? Or should | be con- 
tent that the other factors in our married 
life are wonderful?—O. V. 
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EXCITES A WOMAN’S LUST! 


AMAZING VIDEO (vuHs-BETA) 
SEDUCES WOMEN! 


—————— 
SHE THINKS IT'S ONLY COMPUTER(, 
GRAPHICS AND MUSIC, BUT SHE 
HAS BEEN EXPOSED TO THE ) 
MOST POWERFUL SEDUCTION 
METHOD EVER DEVISED: 


MEPHISTO’S SUBLIMINAL VIDEO!! 


Simply insert your video cassette, The 
technology of SUBLIMINAL MOTIVATION 
Saturates two areas of her brain (visual and 
aural) with intense EROTIC STIMULATION 
THAT IS FOCUSED ON YOU (ONLY YOU)! 


The dramatic impact of this subliminal 
sexual stimuli turns the art of seduction into 


“THE SCIENCE OF SEDUCTION"! 


Science has demonstrated that subliminal 
stimuli (words hidden under music or 
pictures flashed faster than the conscious 
mind can grasp) influences behavior: She will 
believe that her raging sexual desire for you 
is her own idea! 


Mephisto's 1 hour video of computer 
graphics conceals 30,000 Geshing images of 
embracing couples in a variety of moving, 
uninhibited sexual action while the stereo 
sound track whispers into her subconscious 
ear that she is witnessing you and she ina 
sexual frenzy! 


SEXUAL AROUSAL BEGINS IN THE MIND. In 
minutes words and pictures of foreplay are 
pumped into her subconscious mind at the 
astonishing rate of 500 a minute! 


CAN WORDS AND PICTURES HIDDEN INA 
VIDEO AROUSE A WOMAN AND FOCUS 





HER PASSION ON ONLY ONE MAN?? _ 


YES!!! subtiminal messages activate 
involuntary bodily responses Such as sexual 
arousal: vaSCco genital congestion 

af elk Sy and lubrication), That means: 
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MEPHISTO'S ORGASMIC COMMANDS 
PREPARE HER FOR SEX, BY PRIMING HER 
WITH DESIRE FOR YOU! 30,000 Hashed 
examples suggest a vast variety of sexual 
acts to satisfy her inflamed lust! 


Satistaction 


Guaranteed 
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She is unaware of the subliminal pictures 
and messages hidden in the music and com 
puter graphics, and doesn't understand why 


SEXUAL LONGING FOR YOU 


DOMINATES HER MIND! 
Nor why she’s convinced it's her own idea to: 
1) desire you, 2) love you, 3) become sexually 
aroused by you (and by no other man)! and 
4) dream and fantasize about you!! 


ei Simhe) Lame Soon you will hold in 
your hands the most invincible sexual 
Stimulant ever conceived, an unparalleled 
opportunity, because now you can 


“DESIGN YOUR OWN LOVE LIFE"!! 


FREE catalog explains how Mephisto’s 
subliminal commands plant over 30,000 ideas 
(The Seeds of Love and Sex), deep into her 
Subconscious which qrow daily until 


YOU BECOME HER OBESSSION!! 


Learn abou! “The Mephisto Audio and Video 
CUSTOM COMBINATION a mind boggling 
aphrodisiac which you Gesigqn! (see cataloc 


IT’S YOUR SECRET 











Un-labeled videos are mailed in a plain 
package, Only you will know why she 
suddenly agrees to anything! 

(Even reawakens a wife's passion) 
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You are a very lucky guy. You have a 
beautiful home, two healthy kids of whom 
anyone would be proud, and enough 
Spare cash to buy fantasy presents for 
your beloved wife. You have made it, and 
on top of all that, you can have sex when- 
ever you want, in a healthy, natural, all- 
American way. Nothing complicated, just 
straightforward, missionary-type, wham- 
bang to mutual orgasm. Do you realize 
how many husbands there are in this 
country who do not have what you have, 
or anything resembling it? 

On a market stall somewhere in New 
York there are two boxes of lobsters be- 
side each other. One is labeled “Best- 
quality lobsters—$8 a pound’, the other, 
“Superfine lobsters—$10 a pound.” In the 
$8 box there is a lobster at the bottom of 
the pile that is still very much alive. It fi- 
nally struggles to the surface, climbs to 
the side of the box, teeters on the edge 
for a moment, and then falls into the $10 
box. Two immigrants from Europe watch 
this, then one turns to the other and says, 
“It could only happen in America!” 

| am convinced that one of the prime 
reasons for divorce in the States is not 
“mental cruelty,” which is another word 
for incompatibility, but merely that Mr. Av- 
erage husband, having achieved a modi- 
cum of success in life, has an irresistible 
desire to cash in the old tried-and-tested 
hausfrau for this year’s model. 

You are now well up on the ladder of 
success and you have to decide on your 
priorities. It sounds like your wife is a bit 
of a princess, but she gives good pussy, 
and after ten years, it is going to be dif- 
ficult to reprogram her. She sounds a bit 
too sensible to take to the idea of fantasy 
or role-playing, though if you could jolt 
her out of her down-to-earth attitude, it 
might work. Start it off as a game. Say, 
for instance, that you are driving some- 
where without your kids. Sooner or later 
you have to stop for gas and your wife 
goes to the bathroom (I always do this 
myself when | stop for gas, and | am sure 
she will). 

When she comes back, pretend she is 
a hitchhiker. If you make it amusing 
enough, she will probably play the game, 
so you should practice your lines before- 
hand. Then try to take her to a motel. Even 
if you can persuade her to go along with 
it, you still may be stuck with the mis- 
sionary position as usual, but don't worry, 
you are breaking the ice. This could be 
a lead-in to a quickie on the kitchen floor. 

As far as fellatio is concerned, if she 
isn't thrilled by the idea of having a man’s 
erect penis in her mouth, there is not a 
lol you can do. Give a woman a banana 
or a Popsicle and you can instantly as- 
sess her cocksucking ability. Some are 
nonstarters, and although you may be 
able to persuade them to take the beastly 
thing between their lips, they will never 
learn to give a five-star blowjob. So If you 
follow my suggestions and your wife Is 
unmoved, you had better count your 
blessings and maybe take up golf. Ot 
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Video value bonanza! You buy one adult hit for an already-low, bargain price and you 
et three more fantastic features FREE. What a deal! What a steal 


these great deals as you like, but DO IT NOW! 


Wild Girls, Deal #x3F601, 120 min., $12.95 


Buy Surprise Affair starring Shauna Grant, Vicky Love, 
Kevin Cox for $12.95, Get Hot Sex starring Christy 
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Oral Orgies 

Deal #X3F244, 240 min., $29.95 

Buy Lip Service starring Georgina Spelvin 
for $29.95, Get Blow Some My Way 
Starring Lana Christie, Free! Plus... 
Sophie Says No starring Candi Cane, 
Free! Plus... 

Keyhole Poker starring Peaches Parker, 
Free! 


The Virgins 

Deal #X3F245, 240 min., $24.95 

Buy Summer of Suzanne starring Jennie 
Wexler for $24.95, Get Young Love starring 
Donna Dawn, Free! Plus... 

Sweet Fantasies starring Rene Bond, 
Free! Plus... 

Flunk or Fun starring Babs Berry, Free! 


The Voyeurs 

Deal #X3F246, 240 min., $29.95 

Buy Coming Through The Window 
starring Dominique Monet for $29.95, Get 
Fanny starring Annie Sprinkle, Jean Dalton, 
Free! Plus... 

Oversexposure starring Randee Robin, 
Jamie Gillis, Harry Reems, Free! Plus... 
Lacey Bodin stars Paula Bond, Free! 


The Blockbusters 

Deal #X3F362, 360 min., $39.95 

Buy Taboo starring Kay Parker and Mike 

Ranger for $39.95, Get Inside Desiree 

Cousteau starring Desiree Cousteau, 

Serena, Susan Nero, Free! Plus... 

Rover Enough starring Cindy Ball, Free! 
lus... 

Wet Lady starring Misty Lane, Free! 


Canyon, Ron Jeremy, Free! Plus... 


Sizzling Unemployment 
starring Trinity Loren, King 
Blade, Free! Plus... 

Sexual Frenzy starring Marie 
Sharp, Free! 


Buy Forbidden Ways starring Vanessa Del Rio, Mark 
Stevens for $19.95, Get Candy And Her Girlfriends 
starring Candy Samples and her friends, Free! Plus... 


Pool Service starring Rhonda Jo 
Petty, Kevin Jay, Free! Plus... 
Lost In Lust starring Stacey 
Donovan, Free! 


The Great Gays 

Deal #X3F122, 120 min., $24.95 

Buy Flesh Fest starring Big Ben Benson, 

Art Gains for $24.95, Get Manplay starring 

Sam Hardy, Fred, The Hammer, Mann, 

Free! Plus... 

Eheruasy starring Max Montoya, Free! 
US's. 

Ritual starring Jack Davis, Jeff Ryan, Free! 


Lesbian Lovelies 

Deal #X3F241, 240 min., $29.95 

Buy Women Who Love Women starring 
Rhonda Jo sid K.C, Valentine for $29.95, 
Get Paper Dolls starring Cara Lott, Linda 
Shaw, Tina Marie, Shana, Free! Plus... 
The Surprised Coed starring Cherry 
Shane, Free! Plus... 

Three Cheers for B.J.U. starring Linda 
Lee. Free! 


Interracial Lovers 

Deal #X3F242, 240 min., $29.95 

Buy Soul Sex starring Monique Moon, Gina 
Black for $29.95, Get Lisa Meets Mr. Big 
Starring Sharon Mitchell, Marlene 
Willoughby, Free! Plus ... 

For Love Of Money starring Kelly Melons, 
Free! Plus... 

Point Of View stars Heather Heath, Free! 


Early John Holmes 

Deal #X3F243, 240 min., $24.95 

Buy Blond In Black Lace starring John 
Holmes and Eve LeGrand for $24.95, Get 
Four Women In Trouble starring John 
Holmes, Shana Lee, Free! Plus... 

Cream Rinse starring John Holmes, Rene 
Bond, Free! Plus... 

The Masked Ball starring John Holmes, 
Belle Rose, Free! 


Hot Hits, Deal #x3F361, 360 min., $39.95 






Linda Wong, Free! Plus... 


<==-Thunderbuns ©) Horny starring Amber Lynn, 


Si Mon Plus... ; 
Swinging Ski Girls starring 


Tina Towers, Free! 


Ooh, What Orgies!, Deal #x3F240, 240 min., $29.95 
DARE | Ihe Buy Pink Lips starring Chesty West, Jeremy Blunt for 





Jamie Gillis, Free! Plus... 


Dee, Violet Bliss, Free! Plus... 
All The Senator’s Women 
starring Lisa Desire and Tex 
Ford, Free! 


Mountain Orgy || 


All The Senator's Women 


oose as many of 


The Good, The Bad And The 


Bunny Bleu, John Holmes, Free! 


Mountain Orgy starring Amber 





Buy Any Time, Any Place starring Seka for $39.95, Get 
Thunderbuns starring Annette Haven, Jennifer Welles, 


$29.95, Get Birthday Ball starring Honey Cheeks, 
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Lo-o-ong Hot Video Dept. BMJ740, 65 Court St., Rm 16, White Plains, NY 10601 


Sirs: | have enclosed my check, M.O., Visa, M.C. information. Please rush me the 
us manee below under a 30-DAY MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. (State residents 
add sales tax.) 


Please indicate [} VHS or[) Beta 


Video Total 


State Tax 


P&H $3.00 
each deal, 
4 or more $10 





Total Enc. $ 

NOTICE: SIGNATURE REQUIRED FOR ORDER TO BE SHIPPED 
| declare that | am an adult, 21 years of age or over. | am purchasing these sexually oriented 
materials for my private use in my own home and will not sell the material or furnish it to 


minors. | believe that my community's standards, as well as the U.S. Consitution, allow an 
adult citizen to view or read anything, including sexually explicit material. 


Signature 

Mr. Mrs. Miss Ms. 

Address 

City 

(min. charge order $25) 

[JM.C. [) Visa Exp. date 


Account # 


State Zip 





Bank or Org. issuing card — 
Void outside U.S. and where prohibited by law. 


[eee 
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congteenaes PENTHOUSE 


One of the last great Hollywood stars, Tony Curtis finally tells it like it is— 
and was—in a no-holds-barred conversation with Penthouse Senior Ed- 
itor Allan Sonnenschein. A movie idol for nearly 40 years, and now a 
successful painter, Curtis reveals the steamy and seamy side of making 
the films that fed the fantasies of millions around the world. Curtis offers 
personal glimpses of such stars as Marilyn Monroe and Joan Collins, 





us behind the scenes of one of the most widely written about, yet almost 
always misunderstood, businesses in America. 








CONTRA CONFIDENTIAL 


If it weren't for the blind support given to the Nicaraguan contras by fa- 
natics in the government, President Reagan never would have gotten into 
the Iranscam mess. But who are these “freedom fighters,” and why is this 
government so determined to keep them in business? Next month we 
expose some of the nasty little secrets that people like Oliver North would 
rather keep under raps. Brian Barger reports on the hidden connection 
oy=)a1(=1-1 gi (alm @xe)(e)tnle)t-lamexelor-lia(-Mer-a(-)-la(eM\-\V/-16-l mere) alie- Mi -t-(0 (emg 
Senior Editor Eric Nadler exposes some of the wild and crazy sex games 
indulged in by many of the people who have mired the Reagan admin- 
istration in scandal and disgrace. 








COMPUTER SEX 


Every night at nine all over America, it's party time at the Compusex 
Electronic Hotel and Singles Bar. How do you get to the party? You push 
FW olU) 4Co)a mal aim (alto e(- me) ay] Dome) (Ul aleliale i el-1al[alem (al-Mele>\=]a miei f-1>1 ale) mm (al-) 
computer is how many people are choosing to expand their sex lives. 
Next month, “Big Mac” (a.k.a. Gerard Van der Leun) is your host and 
guide to this brave new world of sexual wonders, where you don't have 
to dread what you'll wake up next to in the morning, and where straight- 
forward, anonymous, and utterly safe relationships are guaranteed. 








MILITARY CENSORS 


Retired Army lieutenant colonel Leo A. Hatten is mad as hell and he’s 
not going to take it anymore! Hatten, a much-decorated veteran of World 
War Il, Korea, and Vietnam, blasts those military (and civilian) censors 
who apparently believe that it’s okay for young men to die for their country, 
but won't allow them to read magazines like Penthouse while they're alive. 
In a blistering “Advise & Dissent,” Hatten tells a sordid tale of Defense 
Department honchos capitulating to right-wing zealots who would ban 
these magazines from thousands of PXs around the world. “| fought three 
wars for the privilege of reading any damned thing | want to,” Hatten 
writes. “A thought-control officer is the last thing | or anyone else needs 
at this stage of the game!” 





JERUSALEM’S BOMB SQUAD: A BOOMING BUSINESS 


Twenty years ago, Jerusalem was reunified under Israeli control in the 
Six-Day War. Ever since, the ancient and holy city has been the top target 
for Arab terrorism against the Jewish state. In a dramatic photo essay, 
Jeffrey L. Rotman and Robert Rosenberg take us on patrol with the Je- 
rusalem bomb squad, whose terrifying job is to discover and defuse the 
hundreds of bombs terrorists plant in such unlikely places as egg crates 
F Valo i (oy-\V-\-e) me)e=t-(0R 





162 PENTHOUSE 


tears into dictatorial movie directors and studio rip-off artists, and takes - 


Eventually you'll arrive at Finlandia. 








(SOF ALKOLTD 80 AND 100 PROOF DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. IMPORTED BY PALACE BRANDS COMPANY. FARMINGTON CT © ALKOLTD 1987 
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“FINLANDIA” AND “THE WORLD'S FINEST VODKA" ARE REGISTERED TRADEMAR 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Quitting Smoking 
Now Greatly Reduces Serious Risks to Your Health. 





